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DEAD: 


NO—God is not dead. The Power 
cf God is a completely unknown 
factor on the earth—that’s all. 
When the fullness of the scintilat- 
ing beauty of the Power of God is 
made known to humanity, such 
world-desolators as Tojo and 
Schickelgruber will vanish as the 
morning mists before the rising 
sun. 

The Movement is 
bringing to Americans everywhere, 
the plain simple facts of God. We 
have discovered that the invisible 
Power of God is the most stagger- 
ingly dynamic Power in existence. 
What men and women can do with 
the Power of God in their lives 
beggars description. The pity of it 
all is that no idea or theory of God 
advanced to date has been able to 
disclose the actual, literal Power 
of God to humanity. That revela- 


“Psychiana” 


tion is now coming. We brought 
knowledge of the Power of God to 
humanity some fifteen years ago. 
Naturally, what has happened in 
the lives of those who found and 
use this staggering Power of God 
is beyond description. 

We want you too, to know the 
amazing, invisible Power which 
exists here and now for YOUR use. 
So we have prepared two booklets 
which will be sent you without 
charge on receipt of your name 
and address. Try and imagine what 
your life would be if you knew 
that you had, at your instant dis- 
posal, ALL THE POWER OF GOD. 
Well you can have. The Power 
exists. It is free for all. So send 
us your name and address now, and 
we will send you the two free book- 
lets by return mail. The address is 
“Psychiana” Inc. Dept. 64, 
Moscow, Idaho. 


* AN ASTOUNDING PROPHECY * 


Ten years ago Dr. Robinson predicted this war. He told what nations would be lined up against 
other nations. He predicted the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor. The prophecy came true in a 
remarkable manner. NOW-—he makes another astounding prophecy. How long will the war last? 
Which side will be victorious? How will Hitler and Hirohito meet their doom? Will Tokyo go up 
in flames? A FREE COPY of ths amazing prophecy will be included if you mail your request— 
NOW. We cannot promise to repeat this offer. SO SEND NOW. You might just as well begin 
to use the invisible superhuman Power of God right tonight—right in your own home. The address 
again is “Psychiana” Inc. Dept. 64, Moscow, Idaho. Copyright 1942 ‘‘Psychiana”’ Inc. 
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Men Wanted NOW for 
all Skilled Jobs 


for Examination. Get ahead faster. Use this quick reference 


way to find the facts on hundreds of important subjects. The 


examination. Just send the coupon. 


AUTOMOBILE ENGINEERING 


Brand New Set 6 Volumes. Whether 
you are a mechanic or helper, expert or 
apprentice, auto owner or driver, you 
will find great value in these auto books 
(19th edition) which tell you step by 
step how to make difficult repairs. 2,500 
pages, 2,000 illustrations. Marine en- 
gines, aviation motors, Diesel engines, 
wiring diagrams included. Total price 
only $24.80. Sent on trial. 


Sent on trial. 


ANY SET SHIPPED FREE! 


. All you need do to got a set, of 
for Examination. “Drafting for Machine Trades” & 
volumes, ‘‘Modern Shop Practice”’ 8 volumes plus binder, 
“Applied Electricity” 10 volumes, ‘‘Automobile Engineer- 
ing” 6 volumes, “Building, Estimating and Contracting’’ 
‘‘Heating-Ventilating”’ 6 volumes, ‘‘Diesel En- 
gineering’’ 6 volumes, ‘Aviation’? 6 volumes, for free 
examination is to send in the coupon. The books will be 
sent promptly. You pay the delivery charges only. es 
them for 10 days. If not satisfied, send them back and 
will owe us nothing. If satisfied, send only $2.00 in 10 ye 
ana then $3.00 a month until the total price shown is paid. 
There is no further obligation. 


American Technical Society, Vocational Publishers, Since 1898 
Drexel at 58th Street, Chicago, filinots Dept. X749 


jiffy index helps you to find out what you need to know in a 
hurry. Machinists, Toolmakers, Draftsmen, Automobile 
Mechanics, Aviation Employees, Diesel Engineers, and 
men in almost any other similar field can profit by having 
these books. Remember, any set will be sent to you free for 


DRAFTING 


For Beginners or Experts i in 
Machine Trades. Written so 
you can understand every 
word, by well-known engi- 
neers. De Luxe modernistic, 

washable cloth binding, over 
1,600 pages, hundreds of blue- 
prints, charts and diagrams; 

prepares you for a goo draft= 
ing job in mechanical lines. 
Total price for coaperee set 

$19.80. Sent on trial. 


ee ESTIMATING AND CONTRACTING 


9 Volumes. This new edition 
should make it easy for any car- 
enter to become a, contractor. 
nvaluable to builders. Roof fram- 
ing, steel square, architectural 
drawing and design, estimating, 
Puildins and decorating, heating, 
uilding, contracting, concrete 
forms, and many other subjects 
well covered. ‘Total price_$29.80. 


8 Big Books. 3,000 pages with nearly { 
3,000 illustrations which cover tool mak- a 
ing, pattern. making, foundry work, 
mechanical drawing, forging, machine 
shop practice and management, and 
hundreds of other subjects, This set, 


“Modern Shop Practice,” will give any § 
mechanic who uses them an advantage 
over untrained men. With each set we 
will include extra, a big binder of nearly 
800 pages with hundreds of original 
shop tickets and 1,200 illustrations 
which show step by step how to set up 
and run almost any kind of a job. These 
are in addition to the 8 big books pic- 
tured above. Total price only $34.80. 
Sent on trial. 
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a 
| 
| 
| 


This new 
seventeenth 
edition of 
Applied 
Electricity 
has over 
3,000 pages, 
hundreds of é 
illustrations. 

Dynamos,motors, power stations, radio, 

television and many, many other sub- 
jects all covered. Total price only $23.80. 
Sent on trial. 


AVIATION 


6 Volumes. Aircraft engines, Blueprint 
reading, Aerial photography, a com- 
plete ency clopedia. Total Price $19.80. 


DIESEL ENGINEERING H 


6 Volumes. Over 2,500 Pages. Hun- 
dreds of illustrations. Total Price $24.80. 


HEATING & VENTILATING § 


INCLUDING AIR CONDITIONING 


6 Volumes. 2,000 Pages. 800 illus- 
trations. Total Price $24.80. 
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Featured Compiete Mystery Novel 


SINISTER HOUSE 
By WALT BRUCE 


The mysterious Dr. Zeng Tse-Lin wrestles with a weird 
crime problem when a wraith stalks the abandoned 
old Vorbling mansion—and real bullets fly! 15 


Two Complete Novelets 
THE CONFIDENTIAL BODYGUARD . . . . Dale Clark 54 


Steve Kelly takes on a job of lady protecting, and steps into the 
middle of a slight case of murder for profit 


MIND OVER MURDER . . . . . Laurence Donovan 86 


The tonsorial detective swings into a maze of slaughter when he 
seeks to crack the mystery of a hit-and-run death! 


Thrilling Short Stories 


CRUCIBLE OF TRAGEDY . =. . «= =. Edward O'Connor 47 
Oil-well driller Danny Breen is tested as by fire 


BONER > i; -.- . 3. sw SC «Frederic Brown 73 


A loyal American has the last laugh on a threatening Nazi 


HOMICIDE SQUAB . . . . «Ss SS Soe Archibald 75 
Detective Willie Klump’s girl friend flabbergasts Satchelfoot Kelly 


and 
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Where readers and the editor meet 


POPULAR DETECTIVE, published every ather month by BETTER PUBLICATIONS, INC., at_10 East 4@th Street, 
New York, N. Y. N. L. Pines, President. Subscription yearly, $.60 (six issues); single copies, $.10, Foreign and Canadian, 
postage extra, Re-entered as second-class matter April 14, 1938, at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., under the Act of March 
3, 1879. Copyright, 1942, by Better Publications, Inc, Manuscripts will not be returned unless accompanied by 
self-addressed, stamped envelopes and are submitted at the author's risk. Names of all characters used in stories 
ahd semi-fiction articles are fictitious, If the name of any living person or existing institution is used, it is & 
a@ coincidence. 

Read our companion magazines: Thrilling Western, peels Ranch Stories. Thrilling Wonder Stories, Thrilling Adventures, 
Thrilling Sports, Thrilling Love, Thrilling Mystery, Thrilling Detective, viritliag Football, Popular ester a Popular Love, 
Popular Sports Magazine, Popular Football, Texas Rangers, G-Men Detective, Air War, West, The American Eagle, 
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$200 A MONTH 
IN OWN 
BUSINESS 
“For several years 
I have been in 
business for my- 
self making 
around $200 a 
month, Business 
hhas steadily increased, Ihave 
N. RI. to thank for my 
start in this field.”-—ARLIN 
J, FROEHNER, 300 W. Tex- 
ag Ave., Goose Creek, Tex. 
$5 TO $10 WEEK 
IN SPARE TIME 
“T am engaged in 
Spare time Radio 
work, average 
from $5 to $10 a 
week. I often 
wished that I had 


enrolled sooner because all 
this extra money sure does 
Hoke kK, "bubkum, Hor 
sham, Pa, 


Hor- 


SERGEANT IN 
SIGNAL CORPS 
“I am now a Ser- 
pennt in the U.S. 
rmy, Signal 
Corps. My duties 
cover Radio op- 
7 erating, mainte- 

Hance of Army Transmitters 
and Receivers, handling du- 
ties of the Chief_Operator in 
his absence.””—SERGEANT 
RICHARD W, ANDERSON. 
U.S. Army. (Address omit- 
ted for military reasons.) 
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Men likely to go into mili- 


tary service, soldiers, sail- 
ors, marines, should mail 


the Coupon Now! Learning 
Radio helps men get extra 
rank, extra prestige, more 


interesting duties, much 
higher pay. Also prepares 
for good Radio jobs after 
service ends, It’s Smart to 
Train for Radio NOW! 


NOW MORE MAKE $30, $40, $50 A WEEK 
THAN EVER BEFORE 

Here is a quick way to better pay. MAIL THD COU- 

PON. Get my Sample Lesson and Free 64-page Book. 

See how complete and practical my Lesson Texts really 

are, how the information they contain is designed to 


help you make more money quickly. Read about the 6 


SIX Big Kits of Standard Radio Parts I send you with 
my Course. See for yourself how you LEARN the fun- 
damentals of Radio from my Lesson Texts—PRACTICE 
what you learn by actually building some typical Radio 


circuits you study—PROVE what you learn by making 


tests and measurements while you adjust the circuits 
you have built, 


HOW YOU GET PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE 
STUDYING RADIO AT HOME NIGHTS 
I send you, in all, more than 100 standard Radio parts, 
including tubes, condensers, @ meter, punched chassis 
bases, even a soldering iron, solder and wire. With 
these you perform more than 60 sets of experiments; 
make hundreds of practical tests and measurements. I 
give you special training to show you how to start mak- 
ing money fixing Radios a few months after you enroll, 


Many make $5, $10 a week extra fixing Radios in spare [& 


time, and gain extra valuable practical experience as 


well, 
BIG DEMAND NOW FOR TRAINED 
RADIO TECHNICIANS, OPERATORS 
The Radio repair business is booming and will boom 
more as more and more old sets need repairs, new 
tubes, parts. The Government is spending MILLIONS 
for wartime Radio Equipment; Civilian Radio Tech- 
nicians and Operators are needed in large numbers 
by the Government. Broadcasting, Police, Aviation, 
Commercial Badio Stations and Loud Speaker Systema 
give good jobs to many. The N. R.I. Course hag 
Jed to good jobs in all these branches of Radio. 


FIND OUT HOW ! TRAIN YOU AT HOME 
FOR A GOOD JOB IN RADIO 

MAIL THE COUPON, I’ll send you a Sample Lesson 
and my 64-page Book Free, Read them. Learn about 
my Course; how I train you; the types of jobs in the 
many different branches of Radio. Read letters from 
more than 100 men I trained, so you can see what 
they are doing, earning. MAIL THE COUPON NOW, 
in an envelope, or pasted on a penny postcard, 


J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 2K09, 
National Radio Institute, Washinston, D. Ge 


Ur. §. €. Smith, President, Dept, 2K09 


ds in Radio,” 
Nemaercuey cna 


Address 


COO emer re oan rererrerenereeereteesee 


City .. 


Peer rre reer rovenecsereevcesesoeeccsees 


C000 For Born istics FREE. 


NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington, D. C. 


Mail me FREE, without obligation, your Sample Lesson and 64-page book, 
‘Rich Rewar (No Salesman will call. 
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Build These aad 
Other Radio Circuits with 
Parts My Course Includes 


You Conduct 60 sets of Experiments, 
Make Hundreds of Interesting Measure- 
ments and Adjustments to Give you 
Valuable Practical Experience. 


SUPERHETERO- 

DYNE RECEIVER, § 
with preselector, 
oscillator-mixer-~ 
first detector, i. f. § 
stage, diode-detec- fj 
tor-a. V. Cc. 56280 
and audio stage. & 
Receives local and 
distant stations, b 


a) MEASURING IN- 
STRUMENT you 
build early in the 
Course, and use in 
”@ your training and 
mi practical Radio, 
4 work. Itisa vacuum 
tube voltmeter 
and multimeter 
measures A.C. and 


D.C. volts; D.C. . 
currents; resistance; » D 
receiver output, &R 


A, M. SIGNAL 
GBNBBATOR, 
provides _ampli- 
enregetned 
‘Or : 
and experimental 
purposes. i 
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Learn this | 
Profitable 


is: 90 Days at Home 


Hundreds of men. and women of all azes 18-50 make $10.00 to 
$20.00 in a single day giving scientific Swedish Massage and 
Hydro-Therapy treatments. There is a big domand from 
Hospitals, Sanitariums, Clubs, Doctors and private patients a9 
well as opportunities for establishing your own office, 

Learn this interesting money-making profession in your own 

home by mail, through our home study course. Seme instructors 

as in our NATIONALLY KNOWN resident school. A diplona 
a ig awarded upon completion of the course. Course can be 
—— =m complcted in 3 to 4 months. High Schoo} train- 
YY ing is not necessary. Many earn blg money while 
learning. The Army and Navy need hundreds of 
experts—both men and women. 


Anatomy Charts & Booklet FREE 


Enroll now and we will include uniform coat, 
medical dictionary, patented reducing roller and 
Ifydro-'Therapy supplies without extra cost. Tho 
reducing course alone may be worth many times 
the modest tuition fee, 


B Send coupon row for Anatomy Charts and booklet 
,of photographs and letters from successful 
graduates, These will all be sent postpaid—F REE, 


THE College of Swedish Massage 


Dept. 663—30 E. Adams St., Chicago 


You may send me FREE and postpaid, Anatomy Charts, booklet con- 
pair PHOLee TaD DS and letters from graduates, and complete details 
your er, 
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CHY cinvervcccvccecdccccncesccessteocsecesocs HalOrasccesescees 


A strange method of mind and body control, that leads to immense powers 
never before experienced, is announced by Edwin J. Dingle, F.R.GS., 
well-known explorer and geogtapher. It is said to bring about almost un- 
believable improvement in power of mind. Many report improvement in 
health. Others acquire superb bodily strength, secure better positions, turn 
failure into success. Often, with surprising speed, talents, ability and a 


more magnetic personality are developed. 


This startling method was found in remote and mysterious Tibet, 
formerly a forbidden country, rarely visited by outsiders, and often called 
the land of miracles in the astounding books written about it. Here, be- 
hind the highest mountains in the world, Mr. Dingle learned the extraord- 
inary system he is now disclosing to the Western world. 

He maintains that all of us are giants in strength and mind-power, 
capable of surprising feats, from the delay of old age to the prolonging 


BUY WAR SAVINGS 
BONDS—STAMPS 


This advertisement has been prepared, 
and the space donated by the publisher 
of this magazine entirely without cost 
as @ patriotic alft to the Government 


of youth, and the achievement of dazzling business and professional success. From childhood, how- 
ever, we are hypnotized by a false idea of what we really are. 

Most of us know that God is everywhere, but never realize that God cannot be everywhere with- 
out being also in us. And if He is in us, then all His wisdom, all His power — unlimited knowledge 
and infinite power — is likewise in us. If God is everywhere, then there is nothing but God, and 
we also are that—a completely successful human life being the expression of God in man. The 


Holy Spirit of the Bible is an actual living force 
in man, and through it we too can do “greater 
things than these.” The method found by Mr. 
Dingle in Tibet is said to be remarkably instrumental 
in freeing our minds of the hypnotizing ideas which 
blind us to the vast power of this living force 
within us. 


A nine-thousand word treatise, revealing 
the startling results of this system, is now 
being offered free to anyone who quickly 
sends his name and address. Write promptly 
to the address below, as only a limited num- 
ber of the free treatises have been printed. 


The Institute of Mentalpiysies, Dept. A-71, 213 So. Hobart Blvd., Los Angeles, Calif. 


HE Mailed This Coupon 


J. G. O'BRIEN 


Atlas Champion 
Cup Winner 
This ig an ordinary 
snapshot of one of 
Charles Atlas’ Cali- 

fornian pupils. 


aus is coupon O’Brien sent 
to get FRED sor eeu 
is below—clip it NOW 


Prize-Winning Body (¢ 
0 Gave Him / 


G. O'BRIEN saw my coupon. He clipped and mailed it. He 
* got my free book and followed my instructions. He became a 
‘New Man. NOW read what he says: 


“Look at me NOW! ‘Dynamic Tension’ WORKS! 
I’m proud of the natural, easy way you have made 
me an ‘Atlas Champion’!” 

J. G. O’Brien. 


“Ill Prove that YOU, too, can 
bea NEW MAN’?—Charles Atlas 


I don’t care how old or young you are, or how ashamed 
of your present physical condition you may be, If you 
can simply raise your arm and flex it I can add SOLID 
ie to Ae EG a Be! on each ern double- 

uick time! Only 15 minutes a day—rig in your own 
one —i4 all the time I ask of you! And there’s no CHARLES 


cost if I fail. ATLAS 
I can broaden your shoulders, strengthen your back, develop your whole muscular system INSIDE 

and OUTSIDE; I can add inches to your chest, give you a vise-like grip, make those legs of yours An untouched 
lithe and powerful. I can shoot new strength into your old backbone, exercise those inner organs, photo of 
help you cram your body so full of pep, vigor and red-blooded vitality that you won’t feel there’s Sharles Atlas, 
even “standing room” left for weakness and that lazy feeling! Before I get through with you I’ll winner and 
have your whole frame ‘‘measured”’ to a nice, new, beautiful suit of muscle! peices oaths 

e e 


Only 15 Minutes a Day 


“Dynamis Tension!’’ That’s the ticket! The identical natural method that I myself developed 
to change my body from the scrawny, skinny-chested weakling I was at 17 tp my present super- z 
yaan physique! Thousands of other fellows are becoming marvelous physical 
speclmens—_ty way. 1 gixe you not Sadgete or contraptions to fool with, You jes ee ee ee ee ey Ce? ee ee se Ge ee 
learn to develop your streng roug ynamic Tension. ou simply 
utilize the DORMANT muscle-power in your own God-given body—watch it CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 77-2 
increase and multiply double-quick into real, solid LIVE MUSCLE, 115 E, 23rd Street, New York, N. Y. 

I want the proof that your system of ‘Dynamic Tension”’ 


My method—‘Dynamic Tension’’—will turn the trick for you. No theory— 1 
every exercise is practical. And, man, so easy! Spend only 15 minutes a day can help make me a New Man—give me a healthy, husky 
in your own home. From the very start you’ll be using my method of ““Dynamic body and big muscle development. Send, me your FREE 
Fension”’ atmost unconsciously every minute of the day— | book, ‘Everlasting Health and Strength.’’ No obligation. ] 


World’s Most 
Perfectly De- 
veloped Man.” 


walking, bending over, etc.—to BUILD MUSCLE and 
VITALITY. 


FREE BOOK ""EVERLASTING HEALTH 
AND STRENGTH” 

In it I talk to you in straight-from-the-shoulder language. 

Packed with inspirational ates of myself and pupils— 

fellows who became NEW MEN in strength, my way. Let 

me show you what I helped THEM do. See what I can do for 


YOU! For a real thrill, send for this book today. AT ONCE, 
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept, 77-Z, 115 E, 23rd St, N. Y. C. 
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. AND INDUSTRIAL WARFARE HAS ITS 


FOMMANOOS,w: 


0: THE battlefield, daring “‘hit-and-skip”’ 

raids can only succeed when every man is 

trained to do his part to perfection. 
Industrial warfare, too, has its ‘“‘com- 


mandos”’—workers whose skill and experi- 


ence are backed by sound, practical, up-to- 
the-minute training! These are the men 
who were Johnny-on-the-spot when the 
nation called on industry to outproduce 
the Axis! 

Many of these “shop commandos’ got 
their basic and specialized training through 
the International Correspondence Schools 
—at surprisingly low cost! It’s not too late 
for YOU to join their ranks—by starting 
now to get the training that will make you 
a better soldier on the industrial front, and 


qualify you for a more responsible, better 
paid job! 

Simply mail the coupon, and we will 
send you complete information on I. C. S. 
Courses in your line of work. 


NOTICE! Piease show this adver- 
tisement to your friends. Even if you 
have mailed the coupon, they can get 
prompt information by mailing a post- 


card or letter, telling their name, age, 
address and occupation, to Box 3968-V, 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE 
SCHOOLS, SCRANTON, PENNA. 


LOOK OVER THIS LIST OF 1.C.S. COURSES— 
THEN MARK AND MAIL THE COUPON TODAY! 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 


Air Brake 

Air Conditioning 
Airplane Drafting 
Architectural Drafting 
Architecture 

Auto Engine Tune-up 
Auto Technician 
Aviation 

Aviation Mechanic 
Boilermaking 

Bridge Engineering 
Chemistry 

Civil Engineering 
Coal Mining 

Concrete Engineering 
Contracting and Building 
Cotton Manufacturing 
Diesel Engines 
Electrical Drafting 
Electrical Engineering 
Electric Lighting 


Accounting 

Advertising 
Bookkeeping 

Business Correspondence 
Business Management 
Cartooning 

Civil Service 

College Preparatory 


Advanced Dressmaking 
Foods and Cookery 


Foundryman 

Heating 

Heat Treatment of Metals 
Highway Engineering 
House Planning 

Industrial Metallurgy 
Locomotive Engineer 
Machinist 

Management of Inventions 
Marine Engines 
Mechanical Drafting 
Mechanical Engineering 
Mine Foreman 

Navigation 

Patternmaking 

Plumbing 

Practical Telephony 
Public Works Engineering 
Pulp and Paper Making 
Radio, General 

Radio Operating 


BUSINESS COURSES 


Commercial 
Commercial Illustrating 
Cost Accounting 

C. P. Accounting 

First Year College 
Foremanship 

French 

Good English 


HOME ECONOMICS COURSES 


Home Dressmaking 
Professional Dressmaking 
and Designing 


Radio Servicing 

R. R. Section Foreman 
R. R. Signalman 
Refrigeration 

Sanitary Engineering 
Sheet Metal Work 
Ship Drafting 
Shipfitting 

Shop Practice 

Steam Electric 

Steam Engines 

Steam Fitting 
Structural Drafting 
Structural Engineering 
Surveying and Mapping 
Telegraph Engineering 
‘Telephone Work 
Textile Designing 
Toolmaking 

Welding 

Woolen Manufacturing 


High School 

Managing Men at Work 

Railway Postal Clerk 

Salesmanship 

Secretarial OU Spanish 

Showcard and Sign 
Lettering 

Traffic Management 


Tea Room and Cafeteria 
Management, Catering 


- INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 


“HELPING -TO.- TRAIN. AMERICANS, FOR: VICTORY ~: 


* 


BOX 3969-¥, SCRANTON, PENNA, 


Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, 
“Who Wins and Why,” and full particulars about your course 


Name 
Address. 


City. 


State. 


Present: Posit 0 nr ee 


Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, 
Canada. British residents send coupon to I, C. S., 71 Kingsway, London, W. C. 2, England 
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TIGHTENS 


FALSE TEETH 


or No Cost! 


OUR AMAZING OFFER 
fer embarrassment and discomfort cau 
CROWN RELINER. In 


! not ; eatishied, even after 4 
sabe: for full refund. 


‘Geen CROWN PLASTICS CO., Dept. 6410 
; 4358 W. Philadelphia Ave., Detrolt, Mich. 


SONGWRITERS 


We want your song or song poem. Melodies written for songs, 
poems without charge. We also revise, record and market your 


song. We have helped others, why not you? Send your song 
or poem today for free examination and details, 


Hollywood Recording Studios 
Dept. B23, Box 87, Preuss Sta., Los Angeles, Calif. 


MAN WANTED 


BUILD A BIG PAY ROUTE 
SELL TO STORES ON NEW PLAN 
Carry a complete ‘Wholesale Supply House”’ in 
your hand. Let us start you making Big araney, 

in permanent business of your own. 
Storekeepers in every business how to DOUBLE 
profits on Nationally Advertised Goods. Over 
200 eronuces: No experience = needed. ures 
Book gives amazing facts. Write tod 
World's Products Con Dept. 730, Spapcer, I 


INVENTORS sissies 


patent. Don’t delay. Get 
A ata: eatent es ape 
ChAnEN of Invention ‘orm — F da: 
CE A. O'BRIEN and HARVEY B JACOBSO on, 
$0" me Attys., 28-K Adams Bldg., Washington, D. C. 
Pala aie A A EES Tt LE RESET aT OSES 


FALSE TEETH Zw a°@85 


90 DAYS TRIAL 
TEST THEM 
EXAMINE THEM 


We make FALSE TEETH for you BY MATL frog from 


Our uth -im} peesiony Money-Back 
i of Satistacti FREE Goorsibint aaa SEND 
Bi direstloney Booklet of “ [FREE| 
eee and Information. rite to- 
MONEY 


PARKER DENTAL LABORATORY 
(27 N. DEARBORN STREET, DEPT, 67K, [FREE] Iv ILLINOIS 


HERE IT {S! 


America’s Best Dime’s Worth 
of Picture Entertainment 


NOW ON SALE AT ALL STANDS 


PUZZLES OF EVERY VARIETY 
IN 
BEST CROSSWORD 
PUZZLES 


THE BIG QUARTER’S WORTH 
AT ALL STANDS 


sual en Parents and Teachers 


TRUE ADVENTURES OF THE WORLD'S GREATEST HEROES! 


Now on Sale 1Q¢ Everywhere 


t ) 
It’s New! It’s True! It’s Different! 


MEN “216 or 5 


YOU ARE VITALLY NEEDED IN OUR 
NATIONAL VICTORY PROGRAM 


Trained Electrical men are needed now! It’s not how young you are, or how old 
you are. The question is—have you the training to hold a particular job that must 
be filled. Electricity offers you the opportunity you have always wanted—if you'll 


prepare for your place in this field. 


_ ELECTRICITY 
Learn By Doing in F2 Weeks 


Here at Coyne you can train in 12 weeks—not by books or lessons, but on real 
actual electrical machinery and apparatus, You ‘‘Learn by Doing’’. And you 
don’t need much money. I’ll finance your tuition and you can pay it in easy 


monthly payments after your training period is over. 


NO BOOKS—NO CLASSES—NO RECITING 


Get the 


Facts 
Thia school is 43 
years old—Coyne 
trainingis testedand 
proven. Mail the 


Get into the fascinating, fast growing, well paid 
field of Electricity—a field that offers you op- 
portunities and a future—in good times or 
bad times—a field that is a permanent necessity 
in war or peace. Here is your chance to prepare 
yourself for a lasting permanent future. 


Here at Coyne, in 12 weeks, you can train for 
your Big Opportunity by working on real electrical 
machinery. Here you learn airplane ignition, wind 


armatures, learn power plant operation, do house 
and factory wiring, etc. Coyne training is easy to 
learn. You “‘Learn-By-Doing’’, not by books. 
Not a correspondence course. You don’t need 
previous experience or advanced education. With 
this brief description of my school I want to bring 
out this important fact—you don’t need much 
money to get my training. I have many plans to 
help the fellow who needs training but hasn’t 
much money. Mail coupon for all the facts, 


coupon and let me 
send you the big, 
free Coyne book. 
This does not obli- 
gate you. So act at 
once. Just mail 


M Bi Train 

Coyne Training is EASY, PRACTICAL! You LEARN BY DOING. No 
dull books. No baffling charts. No reciting. You get individual training. 
First the instructor TELLS you how to do a job. Then he SHOWS you 
how. Then YOU DO THE JOB YOURSELF on real, full-sized electrical 
equipment. You work on one of the greatest outlays of electrical ma- 
chinery ever assembled. Don’t let lack of money stop you. You can 
get training first—then pay foritin easy monthly payments after 
you graduate. If you need part-time work to help out with living ex- 
penses, I'll help you getit. My Employment Manager will give you LIFE- 
TIME EMPLOYMENT HELP whenever you're looking for a better job. 


H. C. LEWIS, President 


COYNE Electrical School 


500 South Paulina Street, Dept, 72-84, Chicago, Illineis 


RADIO— Right now I’min- 
cluding an extra 4 weeks’ 
Radio Course at no extra 
tuition charge. 


MAIL COUPON NOW! 


es DD OG es OS oe ee ee 
COLNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, D 
IL, Dept. 4 
500 S. Paulina St., Chicago, Ill. rule: 


Send me your Free Book and tell me about your 
plans to help me. 


NAME, ..cccccccsccscecccccvccccccvscvesecees 


ADDRESS,...c0c.ssccccvesvcsccs 
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AUDELS NEW 


MACHINISTS, 


y _ AKEY LL SHOP PRACTICE 
For Eve achinist, T 

3) Maker, Machine e Operator) 
Draughtsm: 
Mechanic or iaverk Covers 
Shop Practice in All Branches. 


A READY FET ERENCE 
Tells How to Operate 

Up Lathes, Screw and Mth 

a Machines, Shapers, Dril 
Presses and Ail Machine Tools, 


5 PRACTICAL BOOKS IN ONE! 
60 FULLY ILLUSTRATED CHAPTERS 
a Covering: 1— 

; poop Practice, 2—Blue Print 
= ading and How to Draw. 

<iq Calculations & Mathematics 

a for brgoninlits: 4—Shop Phya- 

pd ics, 5—How to Use Slide Rule, 


j Paisa Get This Information for Yourself. 
16 : @ Mall Coupon Today. No Obligation 
j Paces Unless Satisfied. ASK TO SEE IT. 
PULLY ILLUSTRATED COMPLETE ¢ PAY ONLY $1 MO. 


——— 
THEO. A AUDEL = 0: ‘49 WEST 23rd_STREET 1, NEW YORK 
Mail AUDELS MACHIN! STS & TOOLMAKERS HANDY BOOK on tT 
8 Free Trial. If O. K. Tail Somnte $L in V deve and Fl moaehly ae se paid. 
orwise I will retura it. 


Nae crite see ena ean ee ees eee eRe ee 


Address___o-, 


PAL 


STUDY AT HOME 


‘Legally trained men win high- 
er positions and bigger suc- 


j ever before. Bie corporations are 
headed by men with legal training. 


2 More Ability: More Prestige: More Money 
We guide you step by st 
Guring spare time. Degree of LL. 
juates in every section of the U.. 'e furnish 
all text material, “including Lé-voleme: Law Library. Low cost, easy 
ferms. Get, our valuable 48-page 7 Training £06 Leadership”* and 
*Evidence’’ books FREE. Send for them NO 
LaSalle Extension University, Dept, 10329-L Chicago 
A Correspondence institution 


Taking Oniers ForThe NIMROD Line Bese 


Earn more every day in the year repre- 
senting old established firm with a _com- 
plete line of fast selling necessities: Shirts 
s, Underwear, Hosiery, 
Pajamas, Sweaters, Jackets, Pants, Belts, 
Breeches, Shoes, Sport Coats, Uniforms, 
etc. Every item guaranteed. Experience 
unnecessary. 
WeltegitickferF REE SALES EQUIPMENT, 


4922-9 Lincoln Ave., 


Chicago, tit. 


Exciting Photos of 
FUN ON THE CAMPUS 


College Humor 


and 
Co-EDS 


Each 10 Cents At All Newsstands 


Calling All 


Puzzle Fans! 


ENTERTAINMENT ON EVERY 


POPLLAR 
[ROSSWORD 
PUZZLES 


THE BIG DIME’S WORTH 
ON SALE EVERYWHERE 


with the 


DS. MARINES 


Read America’s Favorite 


Comics Magazines 


THRILLING COMICS 
EXCITING COMICS 
STARTLING COMICS 
AMERICA’S BEST COMICS 
THE FIGHTING YANK 


Each QQ 4s All Stands 


Arrest Him, Officer! 


PIl have complete facts on 
the other fellow tonight! 


State Bureau of 
Massachusetts 
State Bureau of 


State Bureau of 
stata Bureau of 
State Bureau of 


State Bureau of 
Washington 
State Bureau of 

Michigan 
State Bureau of 
Utah 


State Bureau of 


Parsons, Kans. 
Tallahassee, Fla. 
Columbia, 8. C. 
Hull, Que., Can. 
Portsmouth, Ohio 
Selma, Ala. 
Atchison, Kans, 
Hot Springs, 


Glens Falls, 
Billings, Mont. 


Sault Ste. Marie, 


Salem, N. J. 
Cedar Rapids, fa. 
London, Ohio 
Elgin, tl. 
Miami Beach, 


Fla. 
Asheville, N. C. 
Ft. Scott, Kans, 
Augusta, Ga. 
Florence, S. C. 
Hinsdale, Ill. 
New Bedford, 

Mass, 


Neosho, Mo. 
Sapulpa, Okla. 
New York, N. Y. 
Lufkin, Texas 
Tijuana, Mex, 
Berlin, N. H. 
Greenville, 9. C. 
Havana, Cuba 
Seattle, Wash. 
Meridian, Miss. 
Dodge City, Kans. 
Danville, Va. 
Easton, Pa. 
Syracuse, N.Y. 
El Centro, Calif. 
Tampa, Fla. 
Gadsden, Ala. 
Decatur, Ga. 
Anderson, Ind. 


Massillon, Ohie 
Waltham ass. 
Grand Forks, 


Bremerton, Wash. 
Long Beach, Cal. 
Ft. Worth, Tex. 
Nunda, N. Y. 
St. Louis, Me. 
Lansing, Mich. 
Salisbury, N. C. 
Elyria, Ohio 
Carson City, Nev. 
Burlington, lowa 
West Chicago, II). 
Amarillo, Texas 
Winfield, Kans. 
Cambridge, Ohio 
souls ee 


Savannah, Ga. 
Omaha, Neb, 
Paterson, N. J. 
Beverly, Mass. 
Canon City, Colo. 
St. Cloud, Minn. 
Franklin, Mass. 
San Juan, P. R. 
Henderson, N. C 
Erie, Pa. 

Pecos, Texas 
Orangeburg, S.C. 
Berkeley, Calif. 
Lancaster, Ohlo 
Mingo Jct., Ohio 


Send for complete list of over 840 bureaus where 
our graduates are placed. 
bureau and learn what our graduates think of us. 


Okmulgee, Okla. 
Hazleten, Pa. 


Globe, Ariz. 

Hamtramek, 
Mich, 

London, Ont,, 
Can 


Compton, Calif. 
Trenton, N. J. 
Buena Vista, 
Colo. 
Gainesville, Tex. 
Elma, lowa 
Chillicothe, 0. 
Detroit, Mich. 
Great Bend, 
Kans, 
Rulangsu Amoy, 


N. Y. 
Alhambra, Calif. 
Livingston, Mont. 
Saginaw, Mich, 
Wilkes-Barre, 


a. 
Scranton, Pa. 
Mobile, Ala. 


Want a Regular Monthly Salary ? 


Be a Secret Service and Identification Expert! 
Enjoy all the thrill of getting your man! — with no personal danger — PLUS a regular monthly paid sala: 


opportunity to share in Rewards. 


Become a well paid Finger Print and Crime Detection Expert. Learn at 


and the 
ome — in 


your spare time — and at low cost — the unique gecrets of this young, fascinating and fast growing profession. We offer 
you the same course of training as we gave the hundreds of our graduates who now hold splendid positions in the 


more than 840 institutions partially listed on this page. 


regular monthly salaries — and new openings develop from time to time. 


Wonderful Opportunity for TRAINED MEN in This Young, Fast Growing Profession 
Of the many thousands of cities in America, more than three-fourths are STILL without identification bureaus 


and many more are bound to come! 


That spells OPPORTUNITY! 


But you must be READY for it! 
master this profession that combines thrills with personal safety AND the security of a steady income! 


you HOW — just as we have already shown the hundreds who now hold good pay positions, 


THE 


FREE! jo. 


Rush coupon for YOUR free copy of these reports! 


CONFIDENTIAL 


feiters. 


first step tcvard a steady income and success. 
ONCE. 


INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
Chicago, Ill. 


1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7967, 


REPORTS 
38 MADE TO HIS CHIEF 


Follow 
Operator No. 88 on his exciting hunt for a murderous gang of counter- 
BETTER than Fiction, because every word is TRUE. ALSO, 
get free, ‘“The Blue Book of Crime,’’ showing the wonderful opportunities 
in the field of Finger Prints and Crime Detection. Take TODAY your 
Mail the coupon AT 


my em pee es pes es ee 


Easy Terms offer. 
stating their age.) 


Namo cesececee 


Bach of these bureaus has numerous graduates of ours on 


You can easily 
We show 


ABC. cr ccccceee 
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Our Graduates Run 


of ALL the 
Identification Bureaus 
in America! 


THEN write the nearest 


Lincoln, Neb. 
Seattle, Wash. 
Ferndale, 
MoAlester, Okla. 
Negaunee, Mich. 
Lawton, Okla, 

Crown Point, 


Ind. - 
Bay City, Mich. 
Roanoke, Va. 
Chatham, Ont., 

Can. s 
Glendale, Calif. 
Joplin, Mo. 
Lima, Ohio 
Selma, N. C. 
Stillwater, Okla. 
Drumright, Okla. 
Vietoria, B. C., 


Can. 
Baton Rouge, La. 
Hawaiian Islands 
Parkersburg, 


- Va 
Mobile, Ala. 
Huntsville, Tex. 
New fheria, La. 
Sheridan, Wyo. 
Be Okla. 
Pantiac, Mich. 
Granite, Okla. 
Wichita Falls, 


Aberdeen, S. D. 
York, Pa. 
Little Rock, Ark. 
St. Paul, Minn. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
were Walla, 


‘Wash. 
Lincoln, Neb. 
Birmingham, 

Ala, 
Columbus, Ohio 
Havana, Cuba 
New Haven, 

Conn, 

Great Falls, 

Mont. 


Galveston, Tex. 
Houston, Tex. 
Waterloo, lowa 
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INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7967, Chicago. 


Gentlemen: Without any obligation on my part whatever, 1 
send me the Confidential Reports of Operator No. 38, also ] 
illustrated ‘‘Blue Book of Crime,’’ complete list of bureaus 
employing your graduates, together with your low prices and 
(Literature will be sent ONLY to persons 


LET'S GET 
THIS 
STRAIGHT 


THIS WAR is being fought by 
a big Army. It’s an army that is 
called the United States. 


Millions of us are in uniforms 


-and many more millions are not, 


but how we happen to be dressed 


isn’t what’s important. . 


What is important is whether 
every one of us is in this fight, 


‘ giving it everything we have. 


Any less won't win. 


Whether you're a soldier on 
the firing line, or are backing him 
up as a soldier on the production 
line, you're fighting for the same 
things. 


The decision, whether or not 
we are to live in a decent world 
as free men in the years to come, 
is in the making now. It’s up to 
you, Soldier. 


Colonel, G.S.C. 
UNITED STATES ARMY 
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SINISTER HOUSE 


There wes a lence 
of flame aad Jimmy 
Calvin pitched 
forwerd on his face 


By WALT BRUCE 


The mysterious Dr. Zeng Tse-Lin wrestles with a 
weird crime problem when a wraith stalks the 
abandoned old Vorbling mansion—and real bullets fly! 


CHAPTER I 
FLAME-GHOST 


LAMES licked like greedy 
Piece: tongues at the night 

sky over San Francisco’s Nob 
Hill, where a landmark of the city’s 
fabulous past was being destroyed. 
Through billows of rising smoke and 
milky swirls of fog the red glare 
deepened, while an insistent crackle 
of burning timbers made eerie ac- 
companiment to the throb of pumpers 


slamming useless tons of water into 
the conflagration. 

Everybody realized that the ugly 
old Vorbling mansion was doomed. 
The firemen knew it as they battled 
the blaze, and so did the newspaper 
reporters who watched the unequal 
fight. Yet nobody was particularly. 
sorry to see it go. For the structure 
though it might be a landmark, was 
an eyesore as well—a rococo and 
tenantless relic of the ornate Eigh- 
ties, with all the architectural blun- 
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ders of that artificial era. 

Acrid fire-fumes stung the nostrils 
of Jimmy Calvin, staff photographer 
on the Morning Globe, as he jockeyed 
through the crowd for a more favor- 
able position from which to focus on 
the holocaust. Snapping his Speed 
Graphic and then making the custom- 
ary “protection” shot with a minicam, 
he thought of the mansion’s somber 
history. He recalled the story of the 
Vorbling family curse, and the legend 
of the restless Vorbling ghost. 

Not that Jimmy Calvin believed in 
such supernatural tales. But in con- 
junction with this fire, they would 
make banner headlines in tomorrow’s 
Globe. Especially if his pictures 
turned out well. That was the thing 
he had to concentrate on. 

He saw an opportunity for an un- 
usual angle shot and seized it. For 
the moment, nobody stood guard at 
the base of the fire tower from whose 
top a smashing stream of water was 
being aimed into the ill-starred resi- 
dence. Jumping at the chance, Calvin 
swarmed up the tower until he was on 
a level with the third floor of the 
house. Sparks drifted around him as 
he triggered a close-up with his press 
camera. 

And then, when he automatically 
switched to the minicam for a cover- 
ing shot, he saw something that 
brought a choked cry of amazement 
to his lips. Directly before him was 
an attic window. And framed in 
that window he beheld a bearded, 
haggard face staring out at him with 
the most agonized expression he had 
ever seen on a human. 


OR a split instant Jimmy Calvin 

couldn’t believe his own senses. 
The Vorbling mansion was vacant. 
It had been vacant for a decade. No 
one, not even a caretaker, had lived 
in it since the violent death of the 
second Pieter Vorbling. Yet there 
eould be no doubt about it—a man 
was in the attic, looking out hopelessly 
at the Globe photographer. 


Even as Jimmy Calvin mechani- 
cally clicked his minicam, an angry 
bellow reached him from the street 
far below. 

“Hey, you! Climb down out of 
there! Who gave you permission—” 

It was a battalion chief roaring 
through a sawed-off megaphone. But 
Calvin needed no such irate command 
to bring him scrambling down the 
tower. He was already on his way, 
slipping and sliding in swift descent. 
He gained the pavement, pivoted to 
face the furious fire department 
official. 

“Save the harsh words for later, 
Chief,” he panted. “There’s some- 
body up there in the top floor of the 
house, trapped. I saw him through a 
window!” 

“You’re either crazy or plastered, 
Calvin. Nobody’s been in the place 
for years. Get back past the lines 
before I call a cop and have you 
pinched.” 

Jimmy Calvin stood his ground, 
obdurately. 

“T know what I saw. I’m telling 
you there’s a bearded guy—” 

At that very moment, fingers of 
flame burst through the tindery roof 
and leaped skyward, swirling, stab- 
bing crimson gashes in the fog and 
smoke. The roar almost drowned 
out the sound of Calvin’s protests. 

The battalion chief made a grim 
mouth. 

“There she goes! The whole works 
will cave in pretty quick, now. I 
couldn’t send a rescue squad in there 
even if I believed you. I’d be guilty 
of murder.” 

“Murder’s the right word!” Calvin 
snapped, even though he realized the 
fire official was acting for the best. 
“You're deliberately letting a man 
die!” 

“Look, Jimmy,” the chief said 
gently. ‘You’ve just made an honest 
mistake. If there were a bearded guy 
up there, why doesn’t he smash the 
window and call for help? At least 
we could use the net.” 
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The logic of this left Jimmy Calvin 
without an answer. But somebody 
behind him had an explanation ready. 

“What you probably saw, young 
man,” a voice quavered, “was the 
ghost of Pieter Vorbling the First.” 

For no sane reason, the words 
tightened Calvin’s scalp. He swung 
around to face the speaker, a gnarled 
and wrinkled old man whose stooped 
shoulders were enveloped in a volu- 
minous. and ancient opera cape, and 
whose rheumy eyes held a weird look 


DR. ZENG 


of fanaticism. He himself had the 
appearance of a wraith from the past 
—a ghost talking about a ghost! 

His parchment lips made deep 
seams around a smile as he saw 
Jimmy Calvin’s eyes widen. 

“It’s quite all right, young man. I 
didn’t mean to startle you. I’m 
Geoffrey Warren, senior partner in 
the law firm of Warren, Foxxe and 
O’Harra.” 

This didn’t mean anything to the 
newspaper photographer, and his ex- 
pression said so.. 


“I’ve handled the affairs of the 
Vorbling family through two genera- 
tions,” the oldster continued, “and 
my father before me was the first 
Pieter Vorbling’s attorney. So I 
ought to know everything there is to 
be known about this mansion. And I 
can assure you it is unoccupied—ex- 
cept by the ghost.” He turned to a 
chunky, younger man standing beside 
him. “Isn’t that right, Michael?” 


The chunky man turned and 
grinned mirthlessly. 


“I wouldn’t care to be quoted as 
believing in haunts. But if there is a 
ghost, I don’t envy him. I was in the 
place a few days ago on a routine 
checkup—and if ever there was a 
spooky house, this was it! Certainly 
there was nothing in it to attract a 
prowler. It would have been warmer 
for a tramp to sleep outside than in 
any of those musty old rooms.” 

“You made a routine inspection?” 
Jimmy Calvin asked. 

“Yes,” the chunky man said. “I 
am Michael O’Harra. Mr. Warren’s 
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junior law partner.” He gestured to- 
ward the oldster in the opera cape. 

Even as he identified himself the 
roof of the Vorbling mansion col- 
lapsed in chaotic flames, sending 
fountains of sparks spewing upward. 

“Well, that’s the end of it,” the 
battalion chief growled. “If anybody 
was in there he’s dead now.” 

Puzzled and uneasy, Jimmy Calvin 
started down the hill toward where he 
had parked his car well below the fire 
lines. He was in a hurry to get to his 
office, and develop his films. Some- 
how he could not forget that face he 
thought he had seen at the attic win- 
dow. Deep in his mind a vague sense 
of recognition was stirring, as if at 
some time in the past he had looked 
upon those bearded features before— 
or a picture of them. 

He wondered if the old attorney, 
Geoffrey Warren, might be correct in 
his claim that the apparition had 
been the ghost of Pieter Vorbling I. 
If so, the face would not appear on 
Calvin’s exposed films. He couldn’t 
take pictures of a specter. But if the 
negatives should reveal that bearded 
visage, Jimmy Calvin would have 
irrefutable proof that a living’man 
nad been in the doomed residence. 

Reaching his car, the Globe camera- 
man shifted his Speed Graphic to his 
left hand and fumbled for his keys. 
He was so intent upon opening the 
locked coupé that he failed to see the 
two men who furtively trailed him 
down the Mason Street grade, fixing 
masks upon their faces as they closed 
in. 
At the last instant, some sixth 
sense warned Jimmy Calvin and he 
turned, swinging. He had no chance. 
A blackjack bludgeoned him across 
the skull with sickening concussion, 
drove him to his knees. He tried to 
support himself on all fours, tried 
to shove himself upright. Another 
bruising smash felled him, this time 
for keeps. 

As if from a vast distance away he 
heard a voice snarling: 


“Don’t sap him again. Bust the 
camera and let’s get outa here!” 

Then a heavy foot crashed down 
upon Jimmy Calvin’s Speed Graphic, 
reduced it to splinters. Through a 
surflike beating of pain that throbbed 
in his ears, the photographer heard 
his assailants fading off in the fog, 
leaving him semi-conscious and too 
stunned to move or call out for help. 


CHAPTER II 
UNFINISHED BUSINESS 


VACANT and dis- 
mal house, weather- 
beaten and scabrous 
from lack of paint 
was across the street 
from the fire-gutted 
Vorbling mansion. 
And as the flames 
from the doomed 
structure died down, 
ashadowy figure 

skulked toward this dilapidated and 

wretched residence. He used a key 
on arusty side door lock to let himself 


in. 

With a flashlight he probed the 
gloom, located a steep staircase lead- 
ing to the cellar. Scarcely had he 
descended when a bell jangled shrilly. 
From a dusty shelf he lifted a tele- 
phone; spoke in guarded tones. 

“Did you stop him and destroy his 
cameras?” 

Back came a panting voice, as if the 
speaker had just walked rapidly up a 
steep hill. 

“Cameras? There wasn’t but one. 
We fixed that.” 

“You stupid fools, he used a mini- 
cam for protection shots! I saw him. 
Go back and finish your job, you 
blundering idiots!” 

From a pay station phone two 
blocks away, two men _ presently 
emerged and pelted back down Mason 
Street in chastened haste. But when 
they reached the spot where they had 
attacked Jimmy Calvin, all they saw 
was the tail-light of the photog- 


with an agonized expressfon 


A bearded face was staring from the attic window, 
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rapher’s coupé vanishing around the 
Sutter Street intersection. 

Cursing as they realized their 
quarry had escaped, they hailed a 
zab and directed the hacker to take 
the quickest route to the Globe Build- 
ing, hoping to intercept the camer- 
man there. But although they speedily 
reached the newspaper office and 
lurked in front of its entrance more 
than an hour, they caught no glimpse 
of Jimmy Calvin—for he had decided 
not to return to the place of his em- 
ployment. 

Instead, he had carried his problem 
to the only man in San Francisco in 
whom he had implicit confidence. 

That man was Dr. Zeng Tse-Lin. 

Deep in the heart of Chinatown lay 
the headquarters of this mysterious 
individual, in a building set slightly 
apart from its neighbors. The ground 
floor was a store, above whose en- 
tranee a sign proclaimed: 


MANDARIN EMPORIUM 
Exclusive Antiques & 
Oriental Importations, 

Dr. ZENG TsE-LIN, Proprietor 


But Jimmy Calvin was not inter- 
ested in objects of Asiatic art. He 
parked his car on Grant Avenue and 
walked the short, silent block lined on 
either side by pagoda-style buildings 
which, by day, teemed with trade. 
Now they were dark and deserted, as 
was the Mandarin Emporium itself 
when Calvin thumbed the bell button. 

He wondered if Dr. Zeng had al- 
ready retired. The speculation was 
groundless, for Zeng was a man who 
did with very little sleep. 

Upstairs in the living quarters on 
the second floor, the tall and hawklike 
Zeng Tse-Lin had been reading an 
ancient Tibetan scroll. Now he looked 
up at the sound of the deep-throated 
door gong, his black eyes rapierlike 
in their intensity. 

He arose, his long, lithe body clad 
in a rich mandarin robe. Crossing 
the opulently furnished room, he 


opened the lid of a teakwood box 
resting on an ebony desk. 

Inside was a small reflecting de- 
vice, blank at present. But when 
Zeng’s clever fingers touched a 
switch, the ground glass screen 
glowed to life and disclosed a minia- 
ture image of Jimmy Calvin down at 
the front door. 

This was just one of Zeng’s many 
inventions, an adaptation of the tele- 
vision principle which enabled him to 
study his visitors before admitting 
them. In Chinatown, the home of Dr. 
Zeng was known as the “House of a 
Thousand Beatitudes.” But to those 
who had glimpsed some of its inner 
mysteries it was more like a house of 
scientific magic. 


EEING Calvin and noting the 

rumpled condition of the photog- 
rapher’s clothing, the bruise above 
his left temple, Zeng turned and ad- 
dressed his giant Mongol servant, Lai 
Hu Chow. 

“Go to the door, O friend of my 
boyhood and my manhood,” he in- 
structed. “You will find a newspaper 
photographer waiting—one Jimmy 
Calvin. Conduct him to me.” 

The huge Chinese servitor blinked 
at his master with the surprise which 
always showed on his otherwise im- 
passive and moonlike features when 
Dr. Zeng identified a visitor in ad- 
vance of actual appearance. Lai Hu 
Chow knew that Zeng Tse-Lin pos- 
sessed powers not given to ordinary 
men. But how these powers operated 
was a riddle he did not attempt to 
fathom. Secretly he had a notion— 
though he never mentioned it—that 
Dr. Zeng had occasional bargains 
with the devil. 

Not that it mattered. The giant 
Chow had never known the meaning 
of fear. The scars of a hundred bat- 
tles marked him as a warrior. He 
had even lost a leg as a result of an 
encounter with the Japanese bandits 
who had brought death to Zeng’s 
parents, back in China. 


SINISTER HOUSE 21 


Small wonder, then, that there 
should be a fast bond of friendship 
between these two men who had faced 
countless dangers side by side. Small 
wonder that Chow would have linked 
arms with Satan himself, had his 
master commanded it. 

As for Zeng, he trusted the huge 
Mongol as he trusted few other men. 
In fact, Chow was one of the few 
persons who knew the truth of Zeng 
Tse-Lin’s parentage—that he was in 
reality a white American whose 
baptismal name was Robert Charles 
Lang! 

Even the doctor’s Chinese neigh- 
bors supposed him to be of their own 
race. But while it was true that Zeng 
had been born in China, his mother 
and father had been affluent Amer- 
ican missionaries who had given their 
lives to the development of that dis- 
tant land. They had been murdered 
in their prime by invading Nipponese 
during a cowardly attack outside 
Shanghai. 

That foul deed had occurred while 
Zeng himself had been in the United 
States, finishing his education. Prior 
to this, he had absorbed everything 
that the Chinese could teach him. He 
had studied in the remote lamaseries 
of Central Asia and had been ad- 
mitted to the secret lores no other 
white man had ever explored. 

Then, in America, he had gradu- 
ated from the best technological uni- 
versities and medical schools. 
result, he was a great doctor and a 
master surgeon; a scientist whose 
knowledge encompassed myriad fields. 

To the wealth inherited. from his 
slain parents he had added another 
fortune from his amazing discoveries 
and inventions. The scientific books 
he had written were standard texts in 
more than one college, and his meth- 
ods of gymnastic exercise far out- 
stripped anything taught at home or 
abroad. 

Rich beyond avarice, he had the 
strength of ten men—and the learn- 
ing of ahundred. He could have been 


As a 


a leader in any path of life he might 
have chosen. But because his par- 
ents had been killed by criminals he 
had elected to utilize his vast talents 
in a never-ending war against crime. 
This was the grim vengeance he had 
pledged his murdered father and 
mother. 

The Mandarin Emporium was both 
a hobby and a shield to conceal his 
true career. Few realized this. 
Jimmy Calvin, the man now ringing 
Zeng’s: doorbell, however, was among 
that few. And Calvin was evidently 
in need of assistance. 


HEREFORE Lai Hu Chow bowed 

to his master’s order and went 
lumbering from the room, his gait 
awkward and rolling as a result of the 
artificial leg he wore. Presently he 
returned with the Globe photographer 
in tow. . 

Zeng greeted his guest in Oriental 
fashion by shaking hands with him- 
self. Calvin had no inkling that he 
was other than what he appeared to 
be—a Chinese of the mandarin caste, 
a scholar entitled to wear the coveted 
green button despite the obvious fact 
that he was barely thirty. 

“You do my poor dwelling a great 
honor by gracing it with so illustrious 
a presence.” Zeng’s voice was sonor- 
ous, resonant. ‘Be seated, that I may 
offer you a cup of most inferior tea.” 

Jimmy Calvin, all his life a San 
Franciscan, was thoroughly familiar 
with the Chinese habit of self-dis- 
paragement. He knew that Zeng’s 
politeness called for an answer in 
kind, but he was too excited to in- 
dulge in formalities. He waved them 
aside with an apologetic gesture. 

“T’ve got a problem for you, Zeng. 
It is one that I’d hesitate to present 
if I hadn’t been at Police Head- 
quarters this afternoon and heard 
you mention the name Vorbling.” 

No hint of expression registered on 
Zeng Tse-Lin’s ascetic countenance, 
for. he had schooled himself never to 
display surprise under any circum- 
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stances. Yet Jimmy Calvin’s words 
touched a sentient chord deep within 
him. It was like the ringing of a 
hidden and warning bell. 

“Yes,” he said. “That name was 
spoken. Captain Brian Carter of the 
police and I were discussing the 
strange disaster which overtook the 
Vorbling yacht. What is your in- 
terest in the matter, my friend?” 

Calvin quickly told him about the 
fire on Nob Hill—and the face he had 
seen at the attic window. He 
sketched in his conversation with old 
Geoffrey Warren and the younger 
Michael O’Harra, including their in- 
sistence that nobody could possibly 
have been in the doomed mansion. 

“Except maybe a ghost, according 
to Old Man Warren,” Calvin finished. 
‘And I don’t believe that.” 

Dr. Zeng smiled slightly. “It is 
written that the wise man does not 
know what he believes, but that a 
fool is always positive. And you are 
no fool, Jimmy.” 

“Thanks. I suppose you’re trying 
to tell me I shouldn’t be too sure it 
was a real face I saw. All right. 
Maybe I dreamed it. Then why did 
two guys trail me to my car, black- 
jack me and smash my camera—un- 
less they figured I had a picture of 
that face?” 

“Did you have such a picture?” 
Zeng asked sharply. 

“Ves.” 

“And it was destroyed?” 

“The one in the Speed Graphic was. 
But I always make a protection shot 
with a minicam, in case of accident. 
And they overlooked that!” 

“Excellent!” Dr. Zeng breathed. 
“Come.” 

He led the way upstairs to his own 
elaborately equipped photographic 
laboratory. He blacked out the dark- 
room except for a single ruby light 
which gleamed like the eye of a 
dragon. He took Jimmy Calvin’s 
minicam and unloaded it, prepared 
the spool of negative for dousing in 
a developer bath. 


AS HE worked, he spoke crisply. 

“Do you know anything of the 
Vorbling family history, Jimmy?” 

“A little. The first Pieter Vorbling 
came to California in the gold rush of 
Forty-nine, didn’t he? Struck it rich, 
I understand.” 

“There is more to it than that,” 
Zeng replied as he dipped the film in 
and out of the developing solution. 
“Vorbling fared as well as most of 
the early argonauts, but he was not 
satisfied. Around Eighteen-sixty he 
turned to hard-rock mining. Em- 
ployed Chinese labor. He held his 
coolies in virtual slavery, even to the 
point of mounting armed guards over 
them.” 

“So that’s how he founded his fér- 
tune!” 

“Quite so. Then one of the laborers, 
an elderly Cantonese, died from a 
beating Vorbling gave him. Before 
he passed to his ancestors he called 
down a curse upon the Vorbling line, 
even unto the third generation. He 
predicted that violent death would 
come to any member of the Vorbling 
family living under any roof the old 
man might erect.” 

Jimmy Calvin felt the short hairs 
stirring at the nape of his neck. 

“So that was the curse. I’ve always 
wondered what it might have been. 
You hear so many garbled versions.” 

“This one is accurate,” Zeng Tse- 
Lin said quietly, as he worked. “In 
any event, Pieter Vorbling the First 
seemed unaffected by the curse. He 
continued to pile up wealth. But 
there is one thing we know. Perhaps 
because he was so busy, so engrossed 
in other matters, he neither built nor 
bought a house of his own for years. 
He was content to raise his family in 
rented places. Hand me that brown 
bottle, will you, Jimmy?” 

The photographer complied, mar- 
veling at the swift sureness of Dr. 
Zeng’s skill as he processed the mini- 
cam film. 

“Then what happened?” 
asked, 


Calvin 
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“In the early Eighties, the old man 
joined the trend to Nob Hill and 
erected, at great expense, the resi- 
dence which has ever since been 
known as the Vorbling mansion. But 
he did not live to enjoy it, for on the 
first day of his occupancy he fell down 


SS 
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the main staircase to his death. Soon 
there were stories of a ghost haunting 
those spacious halls.” 

“The curse was working!” 

“Who knows, my friend? Perhaps 
it was merely coincidence. I doubt 
that anyone took the legend seriously 
until Vorbling’s son, Pieter Junior, 
was murdered by a servant who went 
insane during the stock market col- 
lapse of Nineteen-twenty-nine.” 

“Making two violent deaths,” 
Jimmy Calvin muttered. 

“Yes. Will you give me the fixing 
solution, please? Now we come to 
the last of the family line, young 
Pieter Vorbling Third, a Stanford 
student when his father was mur- 
dered. He ordered the house closed, 
boarded up, and never entered it 
again. 

“Possibly he feared the curse which 
stemmed down from his grandfather. 
Or perhaps he merely disliked the 


place because it was so old and 
gloomy.” 

“It was downright sinister !” 

“T agree,” Zeng smiled faintly. “It 
was scarcely the sort of home a gay 
young fellow like Pieter Vorbling 
Third would appreciate. He was the 
playboy type, a harmless spendthrift 
whom everybody apparently liked. He 
spent most of his time on his yacht, 
which, as you know, regrettably blew 
up three weeks ago off the northern 
California coast.” 

Calvin nodded. “I had the assign- 
ment to cover it for my paper. It 
was pretty bad. Everyone was lost— 
the crew and nearly a dozen guest 
passengers.” 


QUEER glow lighted Dr. Zeng’s 
eyes for an instant. 

“Yes, comprising most of young 
Vorbling’s intimates — college fra- 
ternity brothers, many of the girls 
who had made up numerous house 
parties at Vorbling’s mountain lodge, 
and one or two business associates in 
that race-track venture the young 
man promoted a year ago, which 
failed.” : 

“You'd almost think the Vorbling 
curse had widened in scope to touch 
everybody the kid knew intimately,” 
Jimmy Calvin mused. 

“A superstitious person might think 
so, especially in view of still more 
recent happenings. Two other men 
belonging to Pieter Vorbling Third’s 
limited circle have died during the 
past ten days under mysterious cir- 
cumstances, thus reducing that circle 
to a bare handful of survivors. I 
should hate to think that even this 
handful may be marked for death.” 

“Good Lord!” the Globe camera- 
man whispered. ‘What d’you sup- 
pose it all means, Zeng?” Then he 
added a shrewd question. ‘‘What hap- 
pens to the Vorbling millions now?” 

“Young Vorbling never married. 
He was too busy having a gay time. 
In fact, he’d had so much to drink 
the night the cruise started that he 
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had to be carried aboard the yacht. 
‘ So his fortune goes into a trust fund 
devoted to various charities.” 

“Who’s to administer it?” 

Zeng Tse-Lin lifted the developed 
film from its bath. 

“Old Geoffrey Warren, the Vor- 
bling lawyer.” 

“Hm-m-m. The guy who tried to 
tell me I’d seen a face from the spirit 
world.” 

“Perhaps his belief was sincere, 
Jimmy. Behold.” Dr. Zeng snapped 
on a bright light and held up the strip 
of minicam negative. ‘What do you 
see here?” 

Jimmy Calvin stared. “It’s that at- 
tic window—and there’s the bearded 
man! I guess that proves he wasn’t 
a ghost!’ 

“It is written that vision is rela- 
tive. To a man, a stone is insignifi- 
cant, but to an ant it is a mountain.” 

“Meaning—” 

“Meaning that you are looking 
upon features identical with those of 
the first Pieter Vorbling, who died 
sixty years ago by falling down his 
mansion staircase!” 


CHAPTER II 
DEATH AT HEADQUARTERS 


throattightened., 
| Now he understood 

why the bearded face 
had seemed vaguely 
familiar to him, back 
at that fire on Nob 
Hill. More than once 
he had seen news- 
paper pictures of 
Pieter Vorbling I, re- 
produced from old tintypes. Now rec- 
ognition dawned, full and complete. 

“You’re right, Zeng!’ he choked. 
“But how could I have made a snap- 
shot of a ghost? It’s impossible!” 

The tall, hawklike doctor permitted 
no expression to cross his features, 
but inwardly he was tense with a 
potential theory. 


“All things have their explana- 
tions,” he said gravely, “although 
sometimes the waters of reason are 
muddied and obscure.” 

“You mean the face was an appari- 
tion?” 

“T cannot answer you at the mo- 
ment, my friend. The matter is one 
that requires further study. For the 
present, I suggest that you repair to, 
a hotel instead of to your apartment, 
and maintain a discreet silence con- 
cerning what we have seen and dis- 
cussed.” 

“Oh, oh! I get it. Ghost or no 
ghost, you think somebody may take 
another crack at me.” 

“As for that,” Zeng said, “I merely 
advise you to be wary. For all those 
who are touched by the Vorblings 
seem to die in a mysterious way. 
Good night, Jimmy. And remember, 
he who is forewarned wears a pro- 
tecting armor.” 

“T’ll watch my step,” Jimmy Calvin 
promised as he took his departure. 

But with this assurance, Zeng Tse- 
Lin was not quite satisfied. For his 
own peace of mind, as well as the 
safety of his photographer friend, he 
ordered the giant Lai Hu Chow to 
follow. 

“See that the young man reaches 
the hotel of his choice unharmed,” 
he bade the big Mongol. “For there 
is death abroad, and it is written that 
the night is a time of evil.” 

When he was at last alone in the 
House of a Thousand Beatitudes, Dr. 
Zeng opened a ceramic Buddha and 
drew forth the telephone it contained. 
He dialed Police Headquarters and 
asked for Captain Brian Carter of the 
Homicide Division. 

Presently Carter’s rumbling voice 
answered. “Hello?” 

“This is Zeng Tse-Lin. I suggest 
that you conduct an investigation of 
the fire which consumed the Vorbling 
mansion on Nob Hill tonight.” 

“Investigate? But why, in heaven’s 
name?” 

“It has been said that flames de- 
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stroy, but ashes always remain. I 
humbly urge that you follow my ad- 
vice as soon as is feasible, with par- 
ticular attention to the possibility of 
arson and the presence of a human 
corpse.” 

“Good Lord, man, are you hinting 
there’s been still another murder?” 

“T shall explain in the morning at 
your office, if you will be gracious 
enough to receive my unworthy visit.” 

Then, with polite expressions of 
concern for Carter’s health, Zeng 
rang off. 

To the "men at Headquarters, the 
tall, robed figure of Dr. Zeng Tse-Lin 
was a familiar sight. He was known 
to be a close friend of Captain Brian 
Carter, and as such he needed no per- 
mission to enter the Homicide offi- 
cial’s private sanctum. 

But no member of the Department 
suspected the ascetic, keen-eyed man 
of being as Caucasian as themselves. 
Nor did they guess that he was se- 
cretly joined with them in the war 
against crime. 


T WAS early morning as he went 

through Carter’s doorway, and if 
he was surprised to see lovely, red- 
haired Ann Carter in her uncle’s 
dingy office he gave no sign, no indi- 
cation of how the girl’s presence 
always unsettled him. 

Brian Carter arose from his desk, 
cordially. He liked Zeng, and he was 
wise enough to realize that this 
strange, impassive man was far more 
intelligent*than himself. Which was 
a tribute of no mean proportions, for 
Carter, a compact and muscular Irish- 
man with ruddy complexion, steel- 
gray hair and frost-blue eyes, was 
one of the smartest and shrewdest 
detectives ever to fight his way to a 
San Francisco police captaincy. 

“Glad to see you, Zeng!’’ he said 
warmly. “I hope you won’t mind 
Ann being here. I thought she might 
help.” 

This was natural enough, Zeng 
knew. Because Ann Carter had been 


a friend of young Pieter Vorbling III 
at the university. She was one of 
that group at whom death now seemed 
to be striking with uncanny regu- 
larity. 

Zeng smiled at her, and there was a 
hint of wistfulness in his glowing 
eyes. The one thing he regretted 
about his self-imposed Asiatic rdle 
was that he dared not tell her he was 
really of her race. For the good of 
his cause, however, it was better that 
she should remain in ignorance of his 
American parentage. Yet often he 
deplored the barrier which this raised 
between them. 

“It is a pleasure to behold you 
again,” he said gravely, as for an 
instant their hands touched and her 
fine eyes came up to meet his. “There 
are few whose judgment I would trust 
as far as I trust yours.” 

“Thank you,” she whispered, a 
hint of color leaping to her cheeks 
at the genuineness of the compliment. 

Those were no empty words Zeng 
had spoken, she realized. She under- 
stood the Chinese and their manners 
almost as well as Zeng himself, be- 
cause she had taught at the China- 
town mission ever since her gradua- 
tion from Stanford. The dwellers 
there had come to look upon her as a 
welcome friend. It was this work 
which had led to her first meeting 
with Dr. Zeng, and his subsequent 
friendship for her _ police-captain 
uncle. 

And now Brian Carter’s cordial 
manner faded to heavy weariness. 

“T’ve been up all night on that Vor- 
bling thing,” he said grimly. “For. 
the life of me, Zeng, I don’t see how 
you guessed so exactly what our in- 
vestigation would find!” 

“Then you did find something?” 

“Plenty! First, the fire was in- 
cendiary —a touch-off. More than 
that, there was a corpse in the ruins. 
A man, burned beyond recognition.” 

“There has been no identification 
whatever?” 

“Not as yet. I’ve asked old Geof- 
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frey Warren, the Vorbling attorney, 
to look at what’s left of the body. I 
don’t think he can dd us much good, 
though.” 

“Perhaps this will help,” Zeng Tse- 
Lin said calmly. Upon Carter’s desk 
he dropped an enlarged print of the 
film which Jimmy Calvin had snapped 
with his minicam. Seeing it, Ann 
Carter uttered a sharp cry of disbe- 
lief. 

“Why, that’s Pieter Vorbling the 
First, who died in Highteen-eighty- 
five! I’ve seen portraits of him many 
times! When on earth was this 
taken?” 

“Last night, at the fire.” 


OTH Brian Carter and his niece 

stared at Zeng as if he might be 
playing some monstrous jest on them. 
But before either one of them could 
speak, Carter’s phone rang. The 
Homicide officer lifted the instrument, 
listened, and hung up. Then he darted 
a curious glance at Dr. Zeng. 

“That was Geoffrey Warren calling 
from his office, asking me to come 
right over. He has identified the dead 
man!” 

“Indeed?” Zeng betrayed no emo- 
tion. “My car and servant wait out- 
side. I would be honored to transport 
you in that most miserable convey- 
ance.” 

Carter smiled shrewdly. “Meaning 
you’d like to go along.” 

“Tf you would not consider it an 
intrusion.” 

“On the contrary!” 
himself from his chair. 
.to come. You too, Ann.” 

He held the door for them, and 
then followed them to the main en- 
trance. 

There Zeng paused as he saw a 
familiar figure standing near his car 
at the curb, talking to Lai Hu Chow. 
It was young Jimmy Calvin, and he 
looked excited. 

The photographer turned, recog- 
nized Zeng Tse-Lin and ran toward 
him calling out as he came. 


Carter heaved 
“T want you 


“Zeng! I’ve been looking for you! 
Burglars ransacked my apartment 
last night while I was away from it, 
and when I phoned my city editor to 
report it, he said my dark room at 
the Globe had been torn up, and—” 

He got no further. A black sedan 
came roaring up the cable-car tracks. 
As it passed Police Headquarters 
there was a sudden barking report, 
a lance of flame. Jimmy Calvin 
lurched, threw up both hands and 
pitched forward on his face as the 
sedan sped around the nearest corner. 

After that, it seemed a dozen things 
happened at once. First, Zeng cata- 
pulted himself at the fallen camera- 
man and leaned over him for a swift 
examination. Second, Chow got his 
motor running and Captain Brian 
Carter piled in alongside him with 
drawn gun, while Ann, despite a com- 
mand to remain behind, hurled her- 
self into the tonneau. 

Then, just as the limousine arrowed 
into motion, Dr. Zeng himself came 
erect and leaped into the machine 
with an automatic in his fist as if by 
magic. 

“Speed, Chow, speed!” he said in a 
taut, deadly voice. “It is our only 
hope—for there was no license plate 
on the back of the killers’ ¢ar!’’ 

Ann intuitively caught the meaning 
of his words. 

“Killers? Then that’s why you 
left that young man lying on the side- 
walk! He—He’s—” 

“Yes,” Zeng Tse-Lin’s voice was 
bleak. “Jimmy Calvin was beyond 
my poor medical skill. A bullet lodged 
in his heart.” 

The ensuing five minutes were a 
nightmare of blinding and reckless 
motion. Up front, Chow handled the 
limousine with consummate and fiend- 
ish abandon, oblivious to the chances 
he took at every intersection. He 
rounded corner after corner on tires 
that shrieked raw protest, threading 
back and forth through an area of ten 
blocks in a vain search for the sedan 
from which the shot had been fired. 
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It was no use. The murderers had 
escaped as completely as if some 
cavern had engulfed them. And pres- 
ently Zeng commanded the giant 
Mongol to slacken his pace. 

“Jackals may go into hiding, but 
it is written that the tiger shall 
always be known by his fangs,” the 
hawklike doctor said. “Let us now 
repair to the offices of Geoffrey War- 
ren, where perhaps we may have 
better luck.” 

Chow grumbled, but obeyed. Soon 
thereafter, Carter and his niece, ac- 
companied by Zeng Tse-Lin, entered 
the law offices of Warren, Foxxe and 
O’Harra. 


CHAPTER IV 
RETURN FROM DEATH 


gm™OCATED on the sec- 
“~.| ond floor of one of 
the older buildings on 
Market Street, the 
musty-smelling suite 
of the law firm looked 
almost as senile and 
decrepit as old Geof- 
frey Warren himself. 
The senior partner 
seemed curiously 
shrunken behind his battered roll-top 
desk, and his face had a pinched, 
bluish appearance that told Zeng’s ex- 
perienced eye that here was a victim 
of some serious chronic ailment of 
the heart. 

The attorney greeted Carter in a 
quavering voice and acknowledged 
the Homicide official’s introduction of 
Zeng and Ann. He then cleared his 
throat nervously. 

“I sent for you, Captain, to admit 
a grievous error I made last night. 
Whether it would have made any dif- 
ference had I taken a different atti- 
tude is problematical, since the Vor- 
bling mansion was already enveloped 
in flames. But the truth is that a 
newspaper man—I forget his name— 
claimed to have seen a face at one of 
the upstairs windows. I ridiculed the 


idea, as did my partner, Mr. O’Harra. 
We were so certain the house was 
empty that we even accused the young 
man of hallucinations.” 

Brian Carter made a grim mouth. 
“It was no hallucination.” 

“T realize that, now. Because I 
have identified the charred body 
which was removed from the ruins. 
He was my other partner, Roland 
Foxxe!” 

“You’re certain?” 

“Quite. His watch and two rings 
removed all doubts. Much as I re- 
gret to say it, Foxxe fired the house 
and killed himself.” 

“Roland Foxxe killed himself?” 
Ann Carter burst out. “I can’t be- 
lieve it! I knew him, knew how well 
he loved life! Why should he do a 
thing like that? Unless—” Her voice 
trailed off. 

“Unless what, Ann?” her uncle 
asked. 

“Well, he’d been in love with a girl 
—Lola Martel. She threw him over 
and became engaged to young Pete 
Vorbling. Lola was on that yacht 
cruise. She died with the others. 
Maybe her death preyed on Roland’s 
mind—” 

“The story is less romantic than 
that, young lady.” Warren’s tone 
was thin and tired. ‘‘We’ve gone over © 
Foxxe’s accounts, particularly of the 
Vorbling estate which was in his 
charge, and we find that he was thou- 
sands of dollars short. He was an 
embezzler. He must have realized, 
upon the death of young Pieter Vor- 
bling, that his thefts would come to 
light. So he committed suicide.” 

“He chose a blamed spectacular 
method,” Captain Carter said sourly. 
“How much was the shortage?” 

“We haven’t the exact figures as 
yet, but the fire insurance on the 
mansion will unquestionably make it 
good. He probably realized the in- 
surance would be greater than any 
sum the property might bring on the 
open market. So I suppose he rea- 
soned that this extra amount would, 


28 POPULAR DETECTIVE 


in a sense, recompense the estate for 
what he had stolen. Therefore, what 
you have called his spectacular 
method of suicide was both atonement 
and restitution.” 

“All the same,’ Carter persisted 
stubbornly, “I'll have to be given def- 
inite figures for the record.” 

“My remaining partner, Mr. 
O’Harra, is working on that,” the old 
lawyer said, pressing a button on his 
desk. 

At once Michael O’Harra came into 
the room, a chunky young man whose 
eyes widened when he saw Brian 
Carter’s niece. 

“Why— Ann! This is a pleasant 
surprise!’ : 


E TOOK her hand and they spoke 

to each other for a moment. 
Then, in response to Geoffrey War- 
ren’s prompting, he got down to busi- 
ness. 

“I suppose Roland thought the 
Vorbling estate was so large that a 
hundred thousand dollars or _ so 

-wouldn’t matter. In a way he was 
right, for there are millions left. And 
the theft might have remained hid- 
den if Pieter Vorbling Third hadn’t 
died in that yacht disaster. Nat- 
urally that demanded an audit for the 
probate court, and Roland was faced 
with exposure. Poor devil, to think 
he was dying in that house last night 
and we refused to believe the news- 
paper photographer !” 

For the first time, Zeng spoke. 
“Did Roland Foxxe sport a beard?” 

“Beard?” repeated O’Harra. No, 
of course not. He was young—about 
my own age, and as clean-shaven.” 

“Then it could not have been Foxxe 
whom the camerman saw,” Dr. Zeng 
stated impassively. 

He produced the enlargement he 
had previously shown to the Carters. 
Old Geoffrey Warren affixed his 
glasses, stared at the print, and went 
gray about the lips. 

“God bless my soul, this is a per- 
fect likeness of the first Pieter Vor- 


bling! I remember him well. I was 
twenty when he died. But how: 
could—” 

Zeng had stepped back a pace, 
watching everyone in the room. And 
he caught a fleeting expression of fear 
on the face of Michael O’Harra, a look 
which was swiftly erased in favor of 
a palpably forced smile. 

“Absurd!” the younger attorney 
scoffed. “If that’s a picture of the 
first Vorbling, then the photographer 
must have got hold of an old print 
and doctored it into this snapshot for 
the sake of yellow journalism! May 
I have this enlargement? I’d like to 
get an expert’s opinion.” 

“fT am sorry, but I prefer not to 
allow the print out of my possession.” 
Dr. Zeng was polite, but adamant. 
“However, I can assure you there was 
no trick photography, for I developed 
the negative myself.” 

“Maybe there was a double ex- 
posure before the film reached your 
hands. That cameraman ought to be 
grilled!” 

Zeng Tse-Lin shook his head 
gravely. 

““What you suggest is impossible, 
sir. The young man is dead. He 
was murdered just a little while ago.” 

“Dead !’”’ O’Harra whispered. “Then 
we have to accept the snapshot as 
genuine—which means maybe there 
as a ghost. Anda Vorbling curse!” 

“You seem disturbed, sir,” said Dr. 
Zeng. ‘May I ask why?” 

“You’d be disturbed, too, if you 
were in my shoes!” O’Harra snapped. 
“T was one of Pieter Vorbling Third’s 
friends—which begins to seem like 
another way of saying I’m a member 
of a death club, a circle of the 
doomed !” 

From his roll-top desk, Geoffrey 
Warren quavered: 

“Don’t say such things, Michael. 
It’s bad for my heart.” 

Even as he spoke, his telephone 
rang. He answered it, and evidently 
he heard something even worse for 
his heart, because his wrinkled face 


- the pungent fumes. 
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turned a sickly yellow, and his 
gnarled knuckles whitened around the 
receiver. 

“Yes ...yes... Oh, my goodness 
... 1 can’t believe it...a miracle... 
Yes, I’ll be here... good-by.” 

He rang off, and then slumped par- 
tially forward in his chair. 


NSTINCTIVELY, Dr. Zeng knew 

that death was close to the old 
man. He could tell by the purplish 
lips, the fluttering breath, the dulled 
and stricken eyes. And the doctor’s 
response was an immediate leap to 
action. He seized Warren and propped 
him up right while delving accurate 
fingers into the ancient attorney’s 
pockets. 

In the vest he found what he 
wanted, a small glass ampule enclosed 
in a tiny wad of cotton. 

“Most heart sufferers carry amyl 
nitrite for emergency use,” he stated, 
as he crushed the ampule under War- 
ren’s nostrils. 

The old lawyer gasped as he inhaled 
Color slowly re- 
turned to his cheeks. 

“Thank you, Doctor,” he whispered 
“You saved my life.” 

“Yes,” Zeng dismissed the incident. 
“But what is the message which 
caused you such a nearly fatal 
shock?” 

“The voice of someone I’d thought 
dead,”’ Geoffrey Warren answered 
weakly. “That was young Pieter 


Vorbling Third on the phone. He’s 
alive, he’s in town—and he’s coming 
here to see me!’’ 

The effect was electrifying. An 
astounded exclamation burst from 
Michael O’Harra’s lips. 

“Pete Vorbling—alive? 
can that be possible?” 

“He said he owed it all to a surgeon 
named Hertzig, and that he would 
explain in person,” Warren rejoined 
in the tone of one who had undergone 
almost more than a sick man’s endur- 
ance could stand. “Beyond that, I 
know nothing. I must wait until he 
comes here from his hotel before I 
learn how he escaped the yacht dis- 
aster.” 

Zeng Tse-Lin shook his head. “If 
you will pardon my unworthy intru- 
sion, sir, as a physician I advise you 
to put no additional strain upon your 
heart today. Postpone your meeting 
with young Mr. Vorbling until tomor- 
row. For the present, go home and 
rest.” 

“But he expects to find me here!’’ 

“Give me the name of his hotel. I 
shall call him and inform him of your 
condition. Surely he will understand.” 

“Well, perhaps you’re right. Iam 
worn out. He’s at the Sir Francis. 
Now if you will get a cab for me—” 

“IT am sure Mr. O’Harra will be 
glad to drive you home.” Dr. Zeng’s 
dark eyes turned to the younger part- 
ner. “Am I presuming too much, sir?” 

[Turn page] 


But how 
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Michael O’Harra seemed only too 
anxious to be of service. He helped 
Warren into his voluminous opera 
cape, supported the old lawyer, and 
guided his faltering steps to the open 
door. 

When the two men had gone, Zeng 
spoke rapidly to Brian Carter. 

“Take Ann home at once, my 
friends. And see that she remains 
there until I contact you at Head- 
quarters, later.” 

“You’ve got something up your 
sleeve, Zeng. What is it?” 

“It has been written that the work- 
ings of a man’s mind sometimes are 
best clothed in silence. You will for- 
give me, I hope, if I withhold my 
answer temporarily.” 

Carter shrugged in resignation, 
for. he knew it would be useless to 
attempt to delve into the motives of 
this strange, enigmatic man. 

“Just as you say,” he sighed. “Come 
along, Ann.” 

The girl gave Zeng a worried smile, 
then followed her uncle from the 
office. Zeng immediately lifted the 
telephone and dialed the Sir Francis. 
When he got his party he spoke in- 
cisively. He then cradled the phone, 
cast a piercing glance around the 
room, and departed as quietly as a 
shadow. 

Downstairs, though, a slight hint: of 
impatience crossed his ascetic coun- 
tenance when he saw his limousine 
at the curb but no Lai Hu Chow 
at the wheel. 

The giant Mongol had a single fail- 
ing—the love of lurid Western 
movies. Frequently at the most in- 
opportune times he would slip away 
to some cheap theater, perhaps to see 
a picture he had seen a dozen times 
before. It was a habit which no 
amount of argument could break. 
And now, apparently, he had suc- 
cumbed to it once more for he was 
nowhere in sight. 

Well, there was no help for it, Zeng 
concluded. He slid behind the wheel 
and headed for Chinatown. 


CHAPTER V 
VISITORS 


NLY an hour later Dr. 
Zeng personally ad- 
mitted a visitor to the 
4, House of a Thousand 
A Beatitudes, conduct- 
ing him upstairs to 
4 the luxurious Orien- 
tal living room. 

oat “Please forgive my 
a mm lack of aservitor, Mr. 
Vorbling,” he apolo- 
gized. “I employ one, but he is some- 
times erratic.” 

“That’s okay,” the visitor said 
casually. 

He was almost as tall as Zeng him- 
self, and his clothing was impeccably 
tailored. His face, however, was 
partially covered with bandages held 
by adhesive tape, so that only the 
good-humored mouth and quizzical 
eyes were revealed. 

“I’m curious to know why you 
phoned me at the hotel and asked me 
to come here,” he observed. 

“All in due course, my friend. 
First, permit me to congratulate you 
on your miraculous escape from 
death.” 

“Miraculous? Well, maybe. Al- 
though they say heaven or the devil 
takes care of drinkers and fools—and 
I certainly had been having plenty to 
drink the night my yacht blew up. 
All I remember of the explosion was 
an ear-splitting roar. Then I woke 
up swimming in the water. The 
sea was running pretty high, and I 
took quite a beating from the rocks. 
I had hamburger where my face 
should have been.” 

“And 22 ‘ 

“Then came the miracle part. I 
was washed ashore practically in 
the front yard of a retired plastic 
surgeon, a screwy old character 
named Hertzig. Sort of a recluse; a - 
hermit, you might call him. No 
chance of my phoning or wiring any- 
body from that remote spot, of course. 


AN 
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I couldn’t have, anyhow. I was too 


bashed up.” 

“But this Hertzig attended your in- 
juries?” 

“Like a master. He hemstitched 
me until I’ll look as good as new— 
or so he assured me. There'll be 
some scars, of course. I won’t mind 
them, though. I wasn’t too hand- 
some, anyhow.” He tacked that lat- 
ter observation on ruefully. 

“It has been said that a handsome 
man breeds enemies, but a man whose 
heart is true never lacks friends.” 

“Friends!” The word was re- 
peated with a tinge of bitterness. “I 
wish I’d never had any! Look what’s 
happened to almost everybody I 
cared for. First, ten of them got 
killed when my yacht exploded—in- 
cluding Lola Martel, the girl I was 
going to marry. Now I understand 
two more have died under queer cir- 
cumstances during the past week or 
so. And last night Roland Foxxe!” 

Zeng made a steeple of his long 
fingers. : 

“Would you term Roland Foxxe a 
friend, after he had embezzled your 
money ?” 

“Embezzled? What do you mean?” 

“I take it, then, that you have not 
heard. Well, no matter. I am sure 
you will be furnished the details by 
your attorneys, Geoffrey Warren and 
Michael O’Harra. Which brings me 
to the actual reason I asked you to 
visit my miserable establishment. I 
should like to ask you this: Do you 
trust those two men?” 

“Implicitly !” 

“You would suspect neither of them 
of wrongdoing? Of theft, and per- 
haps even multiple murder?” 

“What rot! Of course I wouldn’t 
suspect them of any such nonsense!” 

“Let us hope that your trust is not 
misplaced, Mr. Vorbling. And now, 


just one more thing. Can you identify 


this photo which I mentioned on the 
phone?” 

Zeng produced the enlargement of 
Jimmy Calvin’s snapshot. 


CAPT. BRIAN CARTER 


“Let’s see it. Blast these bandages! 
They get in my way! But I guess I 
ought to be thankful I’m not dead 
along with the others ... Hey, where 


‘in thunder did you get this picture? 


I’d swear it’s my grandfather if I 
didn’t know better!” 


ENG TSE-LIN succinctly ex- 
plained how the snap had been 
taken. 

“Would you say it might be Roland 
Foxxe wearing make-up?” he asked 
then. 

“Hmm. I don’t know. It’s pos- 
sible, of course. But what a nutty. 
thing for him to do when he was 
killing himself?’ 

“Perhaps you have spoken more 
wisely than you know, Mr. Vorbling. 
There seems to be an insane pattern 
about many events of the past two 
weeks, a crazy and deadly rhythm. 
If you would accept my humble ad- 
vice, you will do well to guard your- 
self each moment until the sleeve of 
mystery is unraveled.” 
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“Thanks, I’ll remember that... I 
say, what’s that?” 

His exclamation was caused by a 
sudden rattlesnake buzzing which 
seemed to emanate from everywhere 
and nowhere. It was a continuing 
sound, subdued yet inescapable. The 
whole house seemed full of it. 

As if by some trick of legerdemain 
there was an automatic in Zeng’s 
hand, suddenly. 

“An intruder,” he said softly. 
“Down at my front door. The sound 
you hear is an alarm of my own con- 
triving, set into operation when the 
lock is tried by any other key than 
mine or my servant’s, which are of a 
special electromolecular alloy. Let us 
look.” 

As he spoke, Zeng touched a con- 
cealed button on the wall. A section 
of tapestry rustled aside, disclosing 
what resembled a medium-sized 
movie screen. This was still another 
television adaptation, similar to the 
smaller one he employed to identify 
‘visitors at his front door. 

In the present case, however, the 
screen was connected to a battery of 
electric scanning eyes that were set 
into the facade of a building op- 
posite the Mandarin Emporium. Zeng 
secretly owned that building. 

By virtue of the installation, the 
screen on Zeng’s living room wall re- 
vealed the entire front of the House 
of a Thousand Beatitudes, as well as 
a limited section of the block itself, as 
if seen from across the street. And in 
the broad light of noon, two men were 
revealed using a skeleton key on the 
lock of Zeng’s front door. Only their 
backs could be seen, since they were 
facing that door as they worked. 

And now, as in a motion picture, 
swift action began. Into the field of 
vision came a new and giant shape. 
That was Lai Hu Chow, lumbering 
along with awkward gait. 

Chow spotted the two men just as 
they succeeded in opening his mas- 
ter’s portal. With a speed belied by 
his ungainliness, he sprang toward 


the intruders. From the capacious 
sleeve of his cotton jacket, a glittering 
hatchet suddenly appeared. The giant 
Mongol was essentially a man of 
direct action. His belief was that if 
a man had an enemy the only thing 
to do was liquidate him as fast as 
possible. This was why he enjoyed 
the Western movies he attended at 
every chance, and from which he was 
even now returning. 

But as he sprang, his vengeful out- 
cry warned the two intruders. They 
whirled, and one of them drew a 
silenced automatic. A blurt of flame 
spewed from the bulbous excrescence 
on the muzzle of the weapon. Chow 
stumbled and went down, his head 
striking on the curbstone. He lay 
still. 

The two men darted inside the 
House of a Thousand Beatitudes, leav- 
ing their victim sprawled on the side- 
walk. 

Dr. Zeng’s lips compressed, went 
white. 

“Seek cover, Mr. Vorbling,” he 
commanded his bandaged visitor. “TI 
go to greet my uninvited guests.” 

“Oh, no! I’m joining the party. 
Something tells me I may be useful.” 

“Your spirit is commendable, sir, 
but a welcome has already been ar- 
ranged for any who dare enter my 
dwelling ‘unbidden.” Zeng opened the . 
door giving access to the staircase. 
“Halt, O spawn of many vile camels!” 


se two men were leaping up the 
steps, and at Zeng’s command they 
stiffened. The one with the silenced 
automatic triggered a slanting shot 
upward. 

The slug missed Zeng Tse-Lin but 
he heard a wincing gasp of pain be- 
hind him. 

“Mr. Vorbling—you have been 
hit!’ he called. 

Then Zeng’s foot touched a con- 
cealed control in the corridor wain- 
scoting. A startling result ensued. 
Part of the staircase dropped out of 
sight like the orifice of a chute. The 


SINISTER HOUSE 33 


two oncoming men went plummeting 
into this yawning aperture, which 
swallowed them at one gulp. 

Then, magically, the staircase be- 
came normal again. Dr. Zeng turned. 

“How severe is your wound, Mr. 
Vorbling ?” 

“It’s nothing. Just a sting across 
the forearm. Didn’t even draw 
blood.” 

“Then forgive me if I sound in- 
hospitable, but you must take your 
departure at once. I have work to 
do.” 

Zeng ushered him to the front door, 
then left him and sped toward Lai 
Hu Chow. 

The entire action had consumed 
less than a minute, from the time of 
Chow’s fall until the present. And 
since the bullet that had felled him 
had been noiseless, no crowd had yet 
gathered. 

However, two or three neighboring 
merchants began to pad-pad across 
the street to determine what was 
wrong with the huge Mongol. Chow 
was now staggering upright with an 
infuriated look on his moonlike coun- 
tenance and a bruise upon his fore- 
head where it had violently contacted 
the curbstone. 

Zeng waved these neighbors away. 

“Chow, my brother!” he said as he 
reached his huge servitor and friend. 
“Where did the bullet strike?” 

The Mongol, whose grammar was 
as good as any man’s when he was not 
excited, lapsed into irate pidgin Eng- 
lish, preceded by a few unmistakable 
Western “cuss words.” 

“Slug hittee me in game leg, 
knockee me down, makee me conk 
headee on pavement!” he yammered. 
“Me gettee plenty even with slome- 
body, you betcha!” 

Zeng breathed a sigh of relief and 
swung about. 

“You will observe, Mr. Vorbling, 
that no harm has been done. There- 
fore I beseech you to return to your 
hotel and guard against any eventual- 


ity.” 


“You mean those two thugs may 
have been gunning for me? You 
think maybe they followed me here to 
knock me off?” 

“In an insecure world, all things 
are possible.” 

“But what about those guys? What 
happened to them? Shouldn’t they 
be turned over to the cops?” 

“It shall be done when I have ques- 
tioned them. At present I have them 
safely caged and harmless. I bid you 
good day, Mr. Vorbling.” 

When his bandaged guest had 
driven off, Zeng took Chow’s arm. 
Together they entered the House of a 
Thousand Beatitudes, where every 
limping step the Mongol took left a 
wet stain upon the rich carpeting. 

Upstairs, the giant squatted on the 
floor and removed his bullet-punc- 
tured artificial limb. From its hol- 
low interior he ruefully drew the 
wreckage of a flat glass flask. 

“Nuts!” he mourned. “Me forkee 
out six bits for pint of rice wine and 
it all leakee before Chow takee one 
dlink!” 

Zeng Tse-Lin’s lips curved in an 
affectionate smile. 

“It is written that wine is best for 
a man when it is spilled upon the 
ground,’ he admonished. “Equip 
yourself with one of your many spare 
limbs, my incorrigible one. This time 
see that it contains a gun, not a bot- 
tle. Then we shall interview the un- 
wise pair who forced their way into 
my house.” 


HOW obeyed, and presently they 

entered a concealed private ele- 
vator which lowered them to base- 
ment level. Here Zeng made a light, 
waved the Mongol back, and unlocked 
the door of what appeared to be a 
dungeon cell. 

He stepped across the threshold 
and surveyed the two gunmen who 
had been dumped through the stair- 
case trap-door. One of them drew: 
his silenced pistol, but Zeng was too 
quick for him. There was a flurry of 
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motion, then Zeng had the weapon 
and a disarmed thug moaned over a 
sprained wrist. It did not pay to 
match either physical or mental 
strength with Dr. Zeng! 

With equal sureness he ascertained 
that the second evil-doer was gunless. 
Then he smiled bleakly. 

“Your faces are brutish and unin- 
telligent,” he addressed them. “But 
even dolts as stupid as yourselves 
must realize when you have met your 
master. Now, will you answer my 
questions truthfully ?” 

“We ain’t talkin’! 

“You may change your minds. 
There is but one thing I wish to 
know. That is the name of the man 
you work for.” 

“Try an’ find out!” 

“That should be comparatively 
easy,” Zeng said. Raising his voice, 
he called Chow into the barren little 
room. “These, O my stalwart one, 
are the unfortunate ones who fired 
that shot at you. Would you like 
revenge?” 

Chow licked his lips. 
you lettee me go?” 

“Well, they seem reluctant to talk. 
You might, therefore, remove the 
silent tongues which they find so use- 
less.” 

“Hot doggee! The tongues, hanh? 
Jerkee out by roots!” The big Mon- 
gol moved forward, fingers twitching. 
The nearer thug paled and backed 
off. 

“You’re kiddin’ !” 

“Chow does not know the meaning 
of the word,’ Zeng answered. ‘He 
only knows obedience to my com- 
mands.” 

Even as he spoke, the giant Asiatic 
grabbed both gunmen in a grip of 
steel. They broke into babbling pro- 
test. 

“Hey—nix! Criminee, 
means it! We'll spill! 
turn us loose!” 

“Speak, and be quick about it!” Dr. 
Zeng’s tone was resonant, ominous. 
“You are trying my patience.” 


“How far 


the guy 
Make him 


CHAPTER VI 
DEAD MAN’S NUMBER 


OLUBLE with terror, 
the two thugs gushed 
information—such as 
it was. They had been 
hired a week before 
by a man whose face 
they had never seen. 
He had accosted them 
in midnight dark- 
ness, down near a 

4% certain Embarcadero 
saloon which was their hangout, and 
he had worn a mask even then. 

Subsequently they had driven him 
on various missions around town 
whose purpose they could only guess 
when they saw the next day’s news- 
papers. Those papers had reported 
murders at the addresses visited. 

Then this mysterious masked indi- 
vidual had stationed them on guard 
outside the old Vorbling mansion on 
Nob Hill, twenty-four hours a day for 
a solid week. No reason had been 
given to them, but last night during 
the fire they had been instructed to 
waylay a photographer and smash his 
cameras. 

They had obeyed, only to be told 
that their victim had a second camera 
which must be destroyed. In this 
mission they had failed. 

“You were then told to burgalarize 
the Globe dark room and the photog- 
rapher’s apartment,’ Zeng inter- 
posed. “But again you failed to lo- 
cate that second camera. Whereupon 
your masked employer had you drive 
him in search of the cameraman this 
morning. You caught up with your 
victim in front of police headquarters 
and shot him down in cold blood.” 

“Nix, nix! We didn’t do no trig- 
gerin’! It was the guy in the mask!” 

“But you are equally guilty, for you 
realized by that time that you were 
working for a murderer. Yet you 
continued to work for him. You al- 
lowed him to send you here to my 
house, arm2d. I know the purpose of 
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your visit, so we need not discuss 
that. It is your employer I seek.” 

“We don’t know nothin’ about him, 
I tell you!” 

“How did you contact him when it 
became necessary ?” 

The bigger thug narrowed his eyes. 

“What’s it worth to you?” he 
whined. “Do we get a chance to 
lam?” 

“Ab! So you think to bargain with 
Zeng Tse-Lin! There is but one bar- 
gain I shall make with you, O son of 
aturtle. Let your tongue wag within 
your mouth, or I promise you it will 
wag upon the palm of Lai Hu Chow!” 

The big Mongol flexed his fingers. 
“Blame toottee!”’ 

“Hey, keep him offa us! Here’s the 
dope you want! It’s a phone number 
—Ballard nine-four-four-three. We 
was to call it any time anything came 
up. But it won’t do you no good. 
It’s unlisted. We checked on that.” 

Zeng’s eyes glowed. “There are 
many ways of checking,” he intoned 
somberly. 

Then he gestured Chow from the 
underground room, followed, and 
locked the door on his prisoners. 

Upstairs, he dialed Police Head- 
quarters and got Brian Carter on the 
line. 

“T have tidings,” he said, and he 
told of his captives and the informa- 
tion he had extorted from them. 

Carter’s response held elation. 
“Good! Now maybe we'll get some- 
where. Ill get busy on that phone 
number right away. Meanwhile I’ll 
send a squad over to take those rats 
off your hands. See you soon.” 

He was as good as his word. With- 
in fifteen minutes police had taken the 
two hoods from the House of a Thou- 
sand Beatitudes. And presently Brian 
Carter himself arrived. There was 
no elation in his manner, though. 

“Y’m afraid we drew a blank,” he 
told Dr. Zeng. ‘That number on the 
Ballard exchange is worthless.” 

“You mean it is listed under a 
fictitious name?” 


“Worse than that,” the Homicide 
official growled. “It’s listed to a dead 
man. The installation is in a hide- 
away apartment secretly maintained 
by the late Roland Foxxe!”’ 


ENG and Carter looked at each 

other in heavy silence. Then the 
police official sank wearily into a 
chair. 

“The whole thing’s got me screwy,” 
he said. “I’ve seen some strange 
cases in my time, but none like this 
one! For no reason, a costly yacht 
blows up and kills a whole group of 
people. Soon, two more persons die 
mysteriously here in town—both of 
them belonging to that same general 
circle. Then a ghost gets its picture 
taken, and the photographer is killed. 

“An embezzler traps himself delib- 
erately in a burning building and goes 
to spectacular death. Finally Pieter 
Vorbling the Third returns from the 
grave, you might say, only to be shot 
at right here in your house! By 
heavens, Zeng, I’m beginning to be- 
lieve there is a curse on the Vorbling 
family!” 

Zeng Tse-Lin bowed his head. “It 
is written that the ways of Provi- 
dence are not for the understanding 
of common mortals. Consider this 
surgeon, Hertzig, in whose front yard 
young Vorbling was washed up by 
the sea.” 

“What about him?” 

“In him, and his being on that par- 
ticular spot along the coast, you see 
the workings of the Providence I 
speak of.” 

“Call it Providence if you want to. 
Coincidence seems more like it, to me. 
T looked up his record, found out he 
used to be tops in his profession until 
he got into some trouble with the 
medical association a year or so ago. 
Then he gave up his practice, with- 
drew up north, built himself a shack 
and cut himself off from the world. 
He certainly couldn’t have known he 
was to have a wrecked yacht on his 
doorstep a year later. That was just 
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luek. Good luck for Pieter Vorbling 
the Third.” 

“But what sort of luck for Hertzig, 
I wonder?” Zeng mused. 

“An excellent break for him! 
Young Vorbling will pay him a fat 
fee for his services, not to mention the 
publicity he’ll get in the newspapers. 
The story of Vorbling’s rescue has 
made headlines already, in the early 
afternoon editions. And several re- 
porters have flown north to interview 
Hertzig personally. Maybe he’ll even 
20 back into practice again.” 

“f wonder,” Dr. Zeng said softly. 

Carter peered at him narrowly. 
“Something’s hatching under that 
black hair of yours, Zeng. What 
is it?” 

The tall, hawk-faced man sighed. 
“Sometimes, my friend, an idea may 
be so nebulous that it should not be 
disclosed until it has been proved. I 
should very much like to talk to this 
Hertzig surgeon. Would you honor 
my miserable limousine by making 
the journey with me? It is but a 
four-hour drive, and we should gain 
our destination by nightfall.” 

Captain Brian Carter stopped the 
questions which came to his lips. He 
knew, from Zeng’s expression, that 
such queries would be fruitless. He 
sighed and got up from the easy 
chair. 

“T’ll go along. Maybe the air will 
do me good.” 

Fifteen minutes later, with Chow 
at the wheel, they were speeding 
northward toward the Golden Gate 
Bridge. ... 


HE house which Dr. Josef Hertzig 

had erected for himself was little 
more than a ramshakle cabin perched 
high on a promontory above the roll- 
ing surf. The coast was desolate and 
rugged in the gray dusk as Chow, 
following instructions he had elicited 
from a service station miles back, 
swung off the main highway into 
what could be termed a side road 
ouly by, the greatest courtesy, 


This deep-rutted pathway skirted 
the cliff within a few precarious feet 
of the brink, and there were recent 
tire marks impressed upon the bar- 
ren earth. Far below was a ribbon 
of flat beach, the sand gouged as if 
by wheels and tail skids where more 
than one plane had landed. Beyond 
this beach were clusters of jagged 
rocks worn sharp by pounding waves. 

Brian Carter stared down through 
a tonneau window of the limousine. 

“Br-r-r!” he commented. “Young 
Vorbling had the devil’s own luck to 
get blown clear of the yacht and then 
live through those boulders. It’s a 
wonder... Hey, look! There’s a car 
coming toward us from the shack!” 

Up front, Chow increased his speed 
to gain a turn-out point before meet- 
ing the oncoming car where it could 
not pass. Reaching the wider spot, 
he swerved expertly. But the other 
machine, instead of going on by, 
stopped. An excited, middle-aged man 
hopped out. 

Captain Carter recognized him. 

*Aren’t you Lew Blake on the Oak- 
land Ledger?” he asked. 

“Yes. I... Why, hello, Captain! 
Man, am I glad to see you! I thought 
maybe this car would be from some 
other paper and spoil my scoop. But 
I know you'll give me a break and let 
me beat the opposition. I—” 

“Stop chattering. What’s up?” 

“Well, when I tried to charter a 
plane down in San Francisco to fly 
me up here so I could interview this 
Hertzig, the boys from the other 
dailies had already hired all the avail- 
able ships. So I had to drive up in 
my car. That put me a good three 
hours behind my competition. Every- 
body had been here and flown away 
by the time I arrived. I could tell 
by the signs. But man, what a story 
it gives me now!” 

Carter scowled. “What story?” 

The reporter swung to the limou- 
sine’s running board. 

“Drive on ahead. I'll show you.” 

Chow meshed his gears, sent the: 
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car forward, and presently parked it 
in front of the cabin on the cliff. Then 
Zeng Tse-Lin and Carter followed the 
Ledger man to the front door of the 
little building. It was wide open, 
swinging in the wind. 

“See for yourselves.” The reporter 
pointed. 

Zeng’s piercing eyes penetrated the 
interior gloom and came to rest upon 
a stocky, huddled form on the uncar- 
peted floor. It was Dr. Josef Hertzig. 
There was a stab wound through his 
heart. He was dead. 


CHAPTER VII 
CALL TO THE DEAD 


maoT WAS eight o’clock 

a| at night when Lai Hu 
Chow finally headed 
the limousine south- 
ward toward San 
Francisco. During 
the preceding hours, 
ye Brian Carter had 
34 been a busy man. He 
S347] had contacted the lo- 
eal county authori- 
ties, notified them of the murder, and 
then had stood guard pending ar- 
rival of the sheriff’s men. 

As a visiting Homicide expert he 
had done his best to assist in the 
preliminary investigation. That had 
been a task in which Zeng, oddly 
enough, had offered no hand after his 
first cursory inspection of the scene 
of the crime. 

Now it was over, and they were 
speeding homeward down the dark 
highway. After a few miles, Carter 
broke the long silence. 

“T can’t understand it,” he mut- 
tered. ‘“Hertzig was alive when the 
jast reporters left him and flew back 
to. San Francisco. We know that, 
because a telephone check has been 
made by the sheriff. Yet the surgeon 
was dead when that Ledger man ar- 
rived by auto.” 

Zeng emerged from his own enig- 
matic thoughts, 


“I hinted to you, my friend, that 
Hertzig might never resume his prac- 
tice.” 

“You mean you had a hunch he 
might be killed?” 

“The Vorbling touch was upon him, 
remember.” 

“Then you did suspect he was in 
danger! That was why you insisted 
on making this trip. You hoped to 
warn him!” 

“T hoped also to talk with him be- 
fore it was too late. But I failed, for 
J neglected to consider the swiftness 
of airplane travel.’”’ Dr. Zeng paused, 
then added casually: ‘Do you hap- 
pen to know if young Pieter Vorbling 
the Third can pilot a plane?” 

“Vorbling? Surely you don’t sus- 
pect him! Or if you do, I may as well 
disillusion you. He can’t fly a lick.” 

“You are quite sure?” 

“Positive! I remember Ann tell- 
ing me last year that Vorbling tried 
to enlist in the Air Service but 
couldn’t make it, even after taking 
private lessons. Something about 
balance; some trouble with his mid- 
dle ear. He couldn’t even ride in a 
passenger airliner without getting 
deathly sick. And it’s a cinch he 
wouldn’t be fool enough to hire a pilot 
to bring him up here to commit a 
murder. The pilot would be a witness 
against him.” 

“Which clears Vorbling com- 
pletely.” 

“You bet it does! Now if you had 
asked me about that Michael O’Harra 
fellow—” 

Zeng stiffened. “He is a flyer?” 

“Yes. Private license and every- 
thing. He and Roland Foxxe invested 
in a plane together—used to go up 
every week end. He had Ann on 
many a sightseeing flight. If the 
killing of Hertzig originated in San 
Francisco, then Michael O’Harra is 
the man to think about! And I’m 
thinking about him—hard.” 

“Your theory possesses plausibil- 
ity, at least,” Zeng said. 

Carter turned toward him. 
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“What the devil do you know about 
my theory?” 

“It is easy to follow your reason- 
ing. Young O’Harra was also a 
member of the law firm which man- 
aged the Vorbling estate. It is per- 
fectly possible that he, and not Roland 
Foxxe, embezzled the missing funds. 
In which case he would have had an 
excellent motive for murdering Foxxe 
by trapping him in the mansion and 
setting it afire. Then Foxxe would 
appear ys a thief who had atoned by 
committing suicide.” 

Carter grunted. “You’re a ciever 
devil, Zeng. That’s my theory ex- 
actly! Except that O’Harra might 
have had an added reason for doing 
those things. Remember, the estate 
was to go to charity and the firm 
would have its management. Old 
Geoffrey Warren is old and ill, ready 
for retirement. With Foxxe out of 
the way, Michael O’Harra would be 
sole active partner, in contro! of sev- 
eral million dollars. Many murders 
are done for less.” 

“True,” Zeng Tse-Lin admitted. 
“But you are overlooking one factor. 
The man who died in that fire wore a 
beard, yet Roland Foxxe was clean- 
shaven.” 

“A disguise—perhaps forced on 
him by O’Harra. It’s a thin explana- 
tion, but the only one that fits the 
facts.” 

“And now young Pieter Vorbling’s 
return from death throws a fresh 
complication into the case.” 


APTAIN CARTER shrugged im- 
patiently. 

“O’Harra couldn’t foresee that 
when he planted a time bomb on Vor- 
bling’s yacht.” 

“Ah. So you even suspect him of 
that.” 

“Why not? It would be part of 
his pattern for covering his embezzle- 
ments and gaining control of the es- 
tate. There could be a revenge moti- 
vation, too. O’Harra, along with 
Foxxe, had invested in the race-track 


which young Vorbling promoted. 
That venture collapsed, you’ll recall. 
Seeing his personal savings wiped out 
may have caused O’Harra to hate 
young Vorbling even to the point of 
murder mania.” 

“But Vorbling escaped.” 

“Sure. And that ruined the plans 
O’Harra had made. Which would 
account for his hiring a pair of gun- 
sels to kill the kid at your house— 
another scheme that misfired.” 

“Now explain the death of Dr. 
Hertzig,” Zeng invited. 

“Well, mightn’t O’Harra be so in- 
furiated at the saving of Vorbling’s 
life that he would fly up here and 
murder the surgeon responsible?” 

“You could carry it even a step fur- 
ther,” Zeng said amiably. ‘“O’Harra 
might be preparing to deny Vor- 
bling’s identity. For after those ban- 
dages are removed the young man’s 
appearance may be somewhat altered. 
In which case, O’Harra might wish to 
liquidate the unfortunate Hertzig as 
an identifying witness.” 

“By heavens, I hadn’t thought of 
that!” 

“Then consider it well, my friend, 
and you will discover it to be com- 
pletely implausible, along with every- 
thing else we have discussed. Logic 
denies the entire structure of your 
theory from foundation to conclu- 
sion.” 

“Blast it, Zeng, you mean you’ve 
been stringing me along?’ 

“I would prefer to term it a de- 
struction of all the improbabilities. 
Which clears the way toward the only 
possible truth.” And the tall, hawk- 
like man fell silent. 

It was close to midnight when the 
limousine finally crossed the Golden 
Gate Bridge and turned toward the 
city. Presently it drew up before the 
darkened Mandarin Emporium. Brian 
Carter, who had been dozing, awak- 
ened with a start. 

“Well, here we are,” he said grimly. 
“And in spite of what you’ve said, my 
next move will be to give Michael’ 
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O’Harra a sample of the third de- 
gree.” 

Zeng’s answer was sharp, staccato. 

“Your next move is to duck— 
quickly !” 

Even as he spoke, he catapulted 
from the car with a rapier’s speed. 

Long ago he had realized the ad- 
vantage of unerring night vision. To 
aid senses which were already abnor- 
mally acute he had included in his 
daily diet a plentiful supply of the A 
vitamins that promote sight. As a 
result of this, he had now discerned a 
figure lurking in the shadows near his 


re * 
doorway, a man so cloaked in dark- 
ness that he might have gone undis- 
covered by ordinary eyes. 

Simultaneously with Zeng’s leap 
from the limousine, the man took a 
step forward. He hurled a small ob- 
ject at the vehicle. 

Zeng Tse-Lin sprang with amazing 
agility, caught the missile. 

“A tear gas bomb!” he whispered. 

Then, with a mighty sweeping mo- 
tion of his arm, he flung the thing 
far into the night. It landed upon the 
roof of a three-story building half- 
way down the block and burst there 
harmlessly, its fumes dissipating. 


ope Zeng erupted at his assailant 
before the fellow had an oppor- 
tunity to turn and run. The ensuing 
struggle was brief, bewildering, a 
blurred churning of black shadows. It 
ended with a significant moan of 
agony—and Dr. Zeng returned to his 
companions, dragging with him the 
inert form of his quarry. 

“My back!” the man whimpered. 


“You busted it...I can’t walk!” 

“I merely applied pressure to cer- 
tain spinal nerves, causing temporary 
paralysis,” Zeng retorted with no emo- 
tion. “You will walk again, but it 
will be behind prison walls! Now 
speak up, and be swift about it. What 
was your purpose here?” 

“J—I was to knock you out with the 
gas, swipe your keys—get inside your 
joint and—” 

“And steal a certain snapshot nega- 
tive?” 

“Yeah, yeah! 
know?” 

“Never mind that. Tell me for 
whom you were working.” 

“I—dunno. It was a guy—” 

“Whose face was masked,’ Zeng 
supplied. “A man who gave you a 
certain telephone number to call in 
case of emergency. Is that correct?” 

“Yeah. Heck! You must be wise 
to—the whole works!” 

“Perhaps I am,” Dr. Zeng answered 
bleakly. 

He turned his prisoner over to 
Carter. 

“Since you left your own car parked 
here at the curb when we journeyed 
north, Captain,” he said, “I suggest 
that you now transport this unspeak- 
able one to jail.” 

“You bet I will. I'll sweat him, too, 
the same as I intend to sweat O’Harra 
—the man who hired him, whether 
you believe that or not.” 

Zeng bowed his ascetic head. 
“May success be yours, honored 
friend.” And he watched the Homi- 
cide officer drive off with the par- 
tially paralyzed thug. 

As Chow unlocked the door of the 
House of a Thousand Beatitudes for 
his master, the giant Mongol asked: 

“What you do now to clear up mys- 
tery? You have scheme?” 

Zeng Tse-Lin ascended the stair- 
case, opened the ceramic Buddha and 
withdrew its concealed telephone. 

“Yes, Chow, I have a scheme. Let 
us see if we can put through a call to - 
the dead.” 


How —did you 
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CHAPTER VIII 
MURDER UNMASKED 


HILE Chow watched, 
Dr. Zeng dialed Bal- 
lard 9443, the num- 
ber which he had 
forced from the two 
gunmen who had at- 
tempted to raid his 
home twelve hours 
ago. 

From the moment 

of that noontime 
fracas to the present midnight hour, 
many things had transpired. It 
seemed almost as if a year’s action 
had been crowded into a condensation 
of time. An ordinary man might 
have been weary by now. But Dr. 

Zeng was no ordinary man. His splen- 

did muscles sang with health and his 

perceptions were scalpel-sharp. 

He listened to the repeated sound 
of the ringing signal, betraying no 
emotion when it seemed there would 
he no answer. Infinitely patient, he 
persisted in his efforts—and at last 
he was rewarded. 

“That you, Jake?” a muffled, 
querulous voice drifted over the wire. 
“Did you pull it off? Did you get the 
picture?” 

“Tf Jake is the man you engaged to 
put me out of action with a gas 
bomb,” Zeng said almost casually, 
“then I can report that he failed and 
is now in a cell. This is Dr. Zeng 
Tse-Lin.” 

A startled gasp came to Zeng’s ear. 
Then the muffled voice settled back to 
its quavering monotone. 

“Ah! I might have known you 
would be too much for a fool like 
Jake, Doctor. And did you pry this 
number from him, or from those other 
two numbskulls I sent to your house 
earlier? Not that it matters. Per- 
haps you’ve already traced the con- 
nection and learned that it belonged 
to a dead man, Roland Foxxe.” 

“You are bold to admit that much, 
O my enemy,” Zeng said. 


“Why shouldn’t I admit it? The 
information won’t do you any good. 
Even if you should raid the apart- 
ment where the phone is officially con- 
nected, you would find nothing. I'll 
tell you why. I’ve got the line tapped. 
and I’m speaking from another in- 
strument in a far different place. A 
secret extension, you might call it. 
And unknown to the phone company, 
of course.” 

“Very clever indeed,” Zeng Tse-Lin 
admitted. “But your cleverness 
rapidly approaches its end.” 

“Don’t be too sure of that, you 
educated Chinese. I happen to hold 
higher cards than you know. Now, 
you listen to me. There’s a photo- 
graph I want, along with the nega- 
tive. And it’s to be understood there 
will be no holding back of even a 
single copy. I expect you to turn it 
over to me.” 

“And what leads you to this aston- 
ishing belief that I might comply?” 

The quavering voice chuckled. “My 
trump cards, Geoffrey Warren and 
Ann Carter! I have them both here 
with me. I’ll let you listen to the girl 
so you'll know I’m not fooling.” 

At once, Ann could be heard on the 
line. 

“Zeng, it’s true! I was kidnaped 
from my apartment and brought here 
to some cellar near—’ Her words 
were cut off, as if a palm had been 
clapped to her lips. 

For the first time since he had been 
drawn into this web of mystery, Dr. 
Zeng’s composure vanished. A wild 
expression of alarm crossed his coun- 
tenance, to be replaced by one of sheer 
savagery. His dark eyes flared with 
hunger to rend and destroy. 

He fought himself back to a sem- 
blance of calmness, listened as the 
voice came back on the wire. 

“You see, Doctor? Warren easily 
responded to my lure, and Miss Carter 
presented no problem. I simply ab- 
ducted her. Now the game is mine— 
and I demand that snapshot. Refuse, 
and my captives die.” - 


SINISTER HOUSE 


“It is written that the wise man rec- 
ognizes defeat when it is inevitable,” 
Zeng said somberly. “You shall have 
the picture and the film. Where must 
I make delivery?” 

“T accept, sir. 
wise.” 


I cannot do other- 


E line went dead. Zeng waited 

an instant, then began dialing a 

number. While doing this he briefly 

told Chow of the ultimatum he had 
received. 

The huge Mongol clenched his fists. 

“Must work fast!” he exclaimed. 
“Now you call Captain Carter, eh? 
Fix for him to follow when car drives 
you to place of evil one.” 

“No. For Carter, like yourself, is 
a believer in direct action. He would 
wish to raid the killer’s lair. And 
should he succeed, I fear it would 
spell death to Ann. She would be 
slain at the first sign of a police 
attack.” 

“Then how you save her, O my 
master?” 

“By locating the place where she is 
held and by going there alone, before 
our enemy sends his car for me.” 

“Ts good scheme if you find evil 
one’s nest. Surprise assault is mighty 
weapon. But you do not go alone. 
Lai Hu Chow will not be left be- 
hind!” 

Zeng’s smile held grateful affection. 
“Would I go forth into battle without 
my right arm, O mighty one? But 
hush, while I inquire about the vener- 
able Geoffrey Warren.” 

With his last words, there came a 
response to his dialing. The number 
he had called was that of the resi- 
dential apartment hotel where the old 
attorney lived. He spoke to the desk 
clerk. 

“Can you connect me with Mr. 
Warren?” 

“Sorry, sir. He went out about 
two hours ago. A phone message got 
him out of bed and he left in quite a 
hurry.” : 

“Ah, I see. But tell me something. 


Al 


Since he drives no car of his own, did 
he take a taxi or did a black sedan 
eome for him?” 

“He left in acab, sir. I called it for 
him myself.” 

Zeng T'se-Lin’s eyes lighted. “What 
company, Yellow or Checker?” 

“Yellow, from the hack stand just 
outside.” 

“Listen closely, my friend. This is 
very important, a matter of life and 
death. Will you see if that same 
driver is back at his stand now?” 

Zeng’s voice carried even more 
urgency than the words themselves. 
The elerk seemed to catch this impera- 
tive contagion, for he did Zeng’s bid- 
ding with no further question. Pres- 
ently another voice sounded. 

“Yeah, this is the driver that rode 
Mr. Warren. I get his business lotsa 
times.” 

“Can you tell me where you took 
him tonight?” 

“Sure. JI remember on account I 
thought it was such a funny place to 
let him out. The joint looked like 
nobody hadn’t lived in it for years. 
Up on Nob Hill, it was. A spooky old 
rat-trap across the street from the 
house that burned down last night— 
you know, the Vorbling mansion. So 
I gays to the old gent did he want I 
should wait for him, and he says no, 
on account he didn’t know how long 
he was gonna be.” 

“Thank you, my friend,” Zeng cut 
across this torrent of information. 
“You have perhaps done a great serv- 
ice for more persons than you think!” 
And he hung up, turned to Chow. 
“Come, O my brother. We must make 
haste.” 

The command was a welcome one to 
the big Mongol. With his master at 
his heels, he clattered downstairs and 
out to the limousine. Both piled in, 
and Chow sent the vehicle hurtling 
ahead. 

Presently they halted opposite the 
ruins of the old Vorbling mansion. 
Zeng alighted, his giant servitor by 
his side, and studied the dismally — 
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weather-beaten house before him. 
Since there were vacant lots flanking 
it, the hawklike man knew that this 
must be the place to which Geoffrey 
Warren had come. There were no 
other buildings answering the taxi 
driver’s description. 

But the house seemed tenantless 
and long abandoned. Neither lights 
nor signs of occupancy could be dis- 
cerned. At last Zeng ventured toward 
its scabrous front steps. 

“Don’t make another move, Doc- 


tor,” a voice from behind him com- 
manded. “You and the big guy are 
covered !” 


Zeng froze, while Chow gave vent 
to angry mutterings because he had 
failed to protect his master’s rear. 
This was not the Mongol’s fault, how- 
ever, for the accosting voice came 
from around the side of the house 
where the speaker had lurked out of 
sight. And even Dr. Zeng himself 
could not see around corners. 

But Zeng had more or less antici- 
pated some such situation as the pres- 
ent one. And against this eventual- 
ity he had already decided upon a 
strategy of apparent surrender. At 
least that would get him inside his 
enemy’s stronghold for the ultimate 
showndown. The odds might be 
greatly against him, of course—but 
Zeng was accustomed to battling 
against long odds. 

He spoke a quiet word to Chow in 
Chinese, silencing the giant, and 
ordering him to make no overt move 
for the present. Then, under the 
menace of a gun he still could not 
see, he slowly turned until he was 
facing the side of the house. 

“So you guessed that I might seek 
you out,” he said to the shadows. 

“TI believe in being prepared,” came 
the muffled rejoinder. “And now you 
will step this way, both of you. One 
false move’ll earn you a bullet.” 


ENG walked slowly toward the 
source of the voice, Chow at his 
elbow. Then their captor, a form- 


less black blur, got behind them and 
prodded them through a side doorway 
into stygian interior darkness. 

Here they were commanded to 
halt momentarily, while deft hands 
searched them for weapons. Zeng’s 
automatic was confiscated, as well as 
Chow’s sharp tong-hatchet. 

Disarmed, they were again forced 
to move forward. Now a flashlight’s 
ray blazed briefly in the hand of 
their enemy, disclosing stairs leading 
steeply downward. They descended, 
and when they had reached the 
musty underground room there came 
the click of a switch. A dim in- 
candescent glowed to life overhead, 
disclosing a sparsely furnished big 
place, with odds and ends apparently 
long discarded. And for the first 
time, Zeng Tse-Lin got a look at his 
captor. 

The man was enveloped in the 
voluminous folds of an old-fashioned 
opera cloak, and his features were 
completely concealed by a hood-mask 
covering his entire head from crown 
to throat. So tightly did this black 
silk material cling, however, that it 
disclosed a certain lumpiness of pro- 
file which even Lai Hu Chow was able 
to identify. 

“Face bandages under mask!” the 
huge Asiatic yelped. “It is he who 
visited you today, my master! It is 
the young man, Pieter Vorbling the 
Third!” 

Dr. Zeng’s lips parted in a cold 
smile. 

“Yes, it is my bandaged visitor. 
But not Pieter Vorbling the Third. 
That unfortunate youth is dead. He 
died in the fire which consumed his 
family mansion last night.” 

The masked man’s eyes glittered 
through the slits in the black silk 
hood. “Since you’re so wise, Doctor, 
suppose you tell me who I really am.” 

“Very well,” Zeng said. “You are 
the man who wished to make the 
world believe you committed suicide 
in the mansion fire. You are Roland 
Foxxe!” 
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CHAPTER IX 
CRIME PAYS OFF 


mH masked man 
tensed. His finger 
tightened on the trig- 
ger of his automatic, 
and his voice lost its 
disguising quaver. 

“How did you 
ime! guess?” he demanded. 
“It was logic, not 

ms guesswork. It began 
; with the yacht explo- 
sion, which cost many lives, all of 
them persons who had been intimates 
of Pieter Vorbling Third, including 
his fiancée. Then two more of his 
friends died mysteriously, here in the 
city. Why was the young man’s im- 
mediate circle thus marked for death? 

“A possible purpose was revealed 
when someone calling himself Pieter 
Vorbling Third appeared as the yacht 
disaster’s sole survivor. His first 
move was a phone call to Geoffrey 
Warren. To an old man already ill of 
heart disease, the effect of this call 
was almost fatal. Had I not hap- 
pened to be on hand to render medical 
aid, I am sure Warren would have 
died. And his death would have been 
a fiendishly cunning murder, remov- 
ing another of young Vorbling’s inti- 
mates.” 

“And the reason for this?” the 
masked man purred. 

“Well, here was someone claiming 
to be Pieter Vorbling the Third. He 
was ready to resume life as a multi- 
millionaire. Facial surgery had been 
performed on him, and any alteration 
of his appearance would be attributed 
to that surgery. 

“But suppose he were an impostor 
not too sure his surgical disguise 
would pass muster? In that case he 
might wish to kill all of the real Vor- 
bling’s friends, leaving none to pene- 
trate his imposture. Casual acquain- 
tances would not matter; only close 
friends. 

“Such. a wholesale murder plot 


matched the facts of the yacht explo- 
sion, which was obviously the work of 
a time bomb. Every violent death 
seemed to fit this impersonation the- 
ory. When the last of Vorbling’s 
friends had been liquidated, the im- 
postor could remove his bandages 
with no fear of detection.” 

“Clever reasoning,” the masked 
man sneered. “Go on.” 

“Thank you,” Zeng rejoined. “Now 
consider the impostor. To imperson- 
ate Vorbling, he must remove his true 
self from the scene, for obviously he 
could not be two men at once. So his 
original self must die, or at least ap- 
pear to die. But how? 

“A pretended suicide was the an- 
swer. And you, Roland Foxxe, had 
presumably killed yourself in the Vor- 
bling mansion fire after a clumsy 
embezzlement—which you intended 
should be discovered, so that your 
suicide would seem logical. There- 
fore I began to suspect you, even 
though you were supposedly dead.” 

The man nodded his hooded head. 
“Nice going.” 

“But you needed a corpse to be iden- 
tified as yourself by virtue of certain 
jewelry,” Zeng went on. “Who was 
the victim? The only facts known 
were that he wore a beard, which you 
did not, and that he resembled the 
first Pieter Vorbling. This was 
brought to light by accident when 
a newspaper photographer made a 
snapshot of him in the burning man- 
sion. 

“What caused this strange resem- 
blance? And why were repeated ef- 
forts made to destroy the picture? 
The explanation was simple. It is not 
uncommon for a man to look like his 
grandfather, and I am convinced our 
bearded man was the first Pieter Vor- 
bling’s grandson. In other words, he 
was Pieter Vorbling the Third! 

“TI think he had never gone on his 
yacht before the ill-starred cruise be- 
gan. The limp figure which was car- 
ried on board, supposedly in a stupor, 
was probably a dummy. I think you 
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must have kidnaped young Vorbling 
and imprisoned him in the vacant 
mansion, where you could study his 
intimate mannerisms to perfect your 
forthcoming impersonation. In those 
three weeks he had no access to a 
razor, so naturally his beard grew. 

“To prevent any chance of his es- 
cape, you hired two thugs to watch 
the house day and night. Toward 
the end, I think you doped him semi- 
conscious. Then you murdered him 
by setting fire to the mansion. Thus 
he served a double purpose. His was 
the body identified as your own, and 
his was the life into which you 
planned to step.” 


HE masked man chuckled. 
“A smart scheme, eh?” 

“Very,” Zeng admitted. “And it 
might have succeeded—except for the 
accidental snapshot made of young 
Vorbling when he became conscious 
and realized his peril. You were 
afraid that photo might be correctly 
identified as Vorbling.” 

“Upon such genuine proof of his 
death, you would not dare imperson- 
atehim. So you went to great lengths 
to obtain the snapshot. You even 
killed the photographer who had 
made it. And when you learned that 
the film was in my possession, you 
visited me, hoping somehow to steal 
it. Your two thugs broke into my 
house at that same time, for the same 
purpose. One of them even nicked 
you with a bullet, not recognizing you 
as the man he was working for.” 

“And still your murder mania con- 
tinued: There was an unethical plas- 
tic surgeon named Hertzig whom you 
had hired to alter your features so 
that you could pretend to be Vor- 
bling, saved from the sea. When your 
plans began to misfire, you feared 
Hertzig might talk. So you flew north 
and silenced him with a knife. You 
are a pilot, Mr. Foxxe. You and 
Michael] O’Harra once owned a plane 
together.” 

“I was hoping you might suspect 


O’Harra,” the masked one said. “Why 
didn’t you?” 

“For many reasons. He was a 
frightened man, but not a guilty one 
—and he did not fit the pattern of the 
previous murders. How, for instance, 
could he impersonate Vorbling when 
he still moved about as himself? 

“Moreover, the real Pieter Vor- 
bling the Third had been incapable 
of flying a plane. So again the net of 
circumstantial evidence was drawn 
more tightly about yourself. And in 
conclusion, there were additional mo- 
tives which only you could have had.” 

“Name them.” 

“Gladly,” Zeng Tse-Lin said. “You, 
Roland Foxxe, had been in love with 
a girl named Lola Martel. She jilted 
you. and became engaged to young 
Vorbling. Jealousy, therefore, was 
added to your greed. You wanted 
her to die in the yacht explosion be- 
cause she had given her heart to an- 
other man. And you wanted that man 
dead because he had won her from 
you. 

“And finally, you had invested your 
life savings in a race-track venture 
promoted by young Vorbling. The 
promotion collapsed, wiping out your 
smail personal fortune. You deemed 
Vorbling responsible, and you thirsted’ 
for revenge, 

“There were your motives. Jeal- 
ousy, revenge, greed and hatred. 
Combined, they made a murderous 
maniac of you. Now you have Ann 
Carter and Geoffrey Warren here as 
prisoners, to be killed so that they can 
never unmask you. Later you will 
probably eliminate Michael O’Harra. 
Then you will be safe in your imper- 
sonation of Pieter Vorbling the Third. 
His last close friend will be gone.” 

The masked man laughed weirdly. 

“You are right. Only I won’t have 
to wait to knock O’Harra off. I’ve 
got him in this cellar, too. You’ll all 
die torether, my clever Dr. Zeng, just 


-as soon as you hand me that photo- 


graph and negative.” 
“Suppose I refuse?”, 
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“You won’t dare—unless you'd like 
to see the girl tortured. I’ve got four 
more thugs on tap who’d love that 
job!” 

He pressed another switch, lighting 
the far end of the subterranean room. 
There Zeng saw Ann Carter, Geoffrey 
Warren and Michael O’Harra. The 
men were trussed and _ helpless, 
guarded by a quartette of sullen look- 
ing and scowling hoodiums with 
drawn guns. 

The girl was not bound, except for 
her wrists, and they were held above 
her head around the neck of a big 
red, grinning Buddha, She was 
guarded by a huge Chinese who held 
her binding ropes wrapped around 
one hairy fist. He was naked to the 
waist, bald as a yellow billiard ball, 
and brassy rings dangled from his 
long, thick ears. 

What Dr. Zeng thought at that sight 
he did not display by a single facial 
expression, 

He shrugged. “It is written that 
swift death is easier than prolonged 
agony,” he said. “Therefore I shall 
give you what you desire, and then I 
beg of you to make an end of us, 
quickly.” 

“Now you’re being smart. Let’s 
have the picture.” 

“My servant has it,” Zeng stated. 
He looked at Chow. “Produce what 
is necessary from where it is hidden, 
O mighty one.” 


HOW understood. He squatted on 

the floor, tugged at his artificial 
leg and disclosed the hollow space 
within that member. But it was no 
snapshot he extracted. It was an 
automatic, which he suddenly hurled 
at Zeng. 

The hawk-like man caught it, and 
it seemed as if the weapon spat yam- 
mering fire while it was still in mid- 
air, so swiftly did Zeng go into trig- 
ger-actéon. His first slug smashed at 
the gun in the masked Roland Foxxe’s 
hand, knocking it from the mur- 
derer’s grasp. 


His next went through the evilly 
grinning mouth of Ann’s captor, just 
as the huge Chinese snatched a gun 
from his waist-band and fired—too 
late. The slug from the Oriental’s 
weapon went wild as he crashed to the 
floor, dragging Ann and the Buddha 
along with him. 

Then the cellar became a volcano’s 
heart, erupting thunderous explosions 
and bright flashes of death-flame. 

Roland Foxxe’s four hired gunsels, 
after their first instant of stunned 
surprise, came surging forward in 
unison, spraying bullets. Zeng went 
down on his belly, aiming and firing 
as coolly as if he were on a target 
range. Two thugs went toppling, and 
then a third, before Zeng’s ammuni- 
tion ran out. 

The remaining hoodlum drew a 
bead on the prone doctor, like an 
executioner preparing to do his job. 
In another second, his slug would end 
Zeng’s career forever, because Zeng 
had no time to roll toward cover. 

Then Chow surged upright on his 
one good leg. He swung his discon- 
nected artificial limb like a baseball 
bat; let fly with it. There was a 
hideous sound of impact as it con- 
nected with the gunman’s head, brain- 
ing him. 

“Excellent, my giant!” Zeng Tse- 
Lin said, and scrambled to his feet— 
just in time to meet the infuriated 
charge of the maniacal Roland Foxxe. 

With a madman’s superhuman 
strength, the masked murderer ripped 
into the tall, hawklike one who had 
wrecked his insane plans. 

It was no ordinary battle that fol- 
lowed. Zeng doubled over as a kick 
took him in the groin. Sickened pain 
flooded him. With a terrific effort he 
straightened up, smashing his fist into 
Foxxe’s hooded and bandaged fea- 
tures. 

Blood spurted from behind the 
mask as surgical wounds reopened 
and sutures broke apart. But the 
crazy man seemed to feel nothing. 
He charged again, clawing and kick- 
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ing and punching. Getting in close, 
he tried to sink his teeth in Zeng’s 
jugular. 

“Boss!”? Chow bleated. “Knockee 
devil out of him, quickee! You letee 
him killee you, me never forgivee you 
as longee as you live!” 

Zeng Tse-Lin grinned and dislodged 
his squalling enemy. Then, like an 
uncoiling spring, he catapulted at 
the madman and wrapped iron arms 
around his torso. He squeezed. 

The sensation was one which he 
would remember forever. Foxxe’s 
body resisted that tremendous pres- 
sure for a moment. But slowly, in- 
exorably, Zeng’s strength told. The 
kill-crazy Foxxe moaned as his breath 
was driven from his lungs. 

Through slits in the mask, his eyes 
bulged horribly in fear. He squirmed 
ineffectually, and then there was a 
erunching of gristle and a splintering 
of bones as his ribs collapsed. 


He went limp, and he died with a 
curse upon his lips. 

By that time, Chow had recovered 
his artificial leg and attached it. He 
lumbered toward the prisoners in the 
cellar, and released them. 

Ann Carter was the first to be 
freed. When she was lifted from the 
floor she came swaying toward Dr. 
Zeng Tse-Lin, pallid, shaken. But her 
eyes were starry with gratitude. 

“Zeng!” she whispered. “You saved 
us all!” For a moment she clung to 
him, sweetly fragrant and trembling. 

He knew that he had other work 
still to do. Brian Carter must be 
notified, for the police must come to 
clean up this scene of carnage. But 
for the present, Zeng was content 
merely to hold Ann in an embrace 
which could not last. 

This was his reward. And what 
better recompense could any fighting 
man desire? 
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Crucible of Tragedy 


By EDWARD O/CONNOR 


Faced with a terrible choice, oil-well driller 
Danny Breen finds himself tested as by fire! 


‘ANNY BREEN dropped one 

shoe on the shack’s oily floor. 

He lounged wearily on the 

edge of the cot, too tired to complete 
his preparations for bed. Outside the 
shack the floodlights of the night rig- 
gers lit up the surroundings almost as 
bright as day. Ageless cypress trees 
with their peculiar hangings of Span- 
ish moss; a sky so brilliant and so 


low that it seemed one could reach 
up and grab a handful of stars. 
Danny told himself that he hated 
it all. Hated it with a bitter, biased 
hatred. The ceaseless rains, the en- 
ervating heat, sleepless nights and 
tortured days, bugs of every known 
variety, flying cockroaches that 
bounded off the walls like tennis balls 
and added to his sleeplessness. And 
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the sticky Louisiana heat was unlike 
anything else in the world. It tore 
at your flesh like hot pincers when 
you moved. 

But he had promised Bruce McFar- 
land that he would stick ’til the oil 
well came in; and it was due now. Per- 
haps the night crew would bring it in. 

Danny blew out a weary breath. 
He wondered where Bohannon had 
gone and the thought made him shud- 
der. It had been plain hell, the past 
three months. This semi-tropical 
Gulf climate was murder to Danny, 
that and the heart-breaking work. 
Then add the shadow of the electric 
chair— 

It was Bohannon who had sug- 
gested this Cajun country as their 
hideout. Bohannon was an expert in 
such things. Danny cursed silently 
as he thought of the deadly little 
crook. It was Bohannon who had 
tricked him into apparent complicity 
in that K. C. warehouse job. 

The watchman had been murdered 
in the getaway, but all Danny knew 
about it was what Bohannon had told 
him, and what he had read in the 
newspapers since. He had a hazy 
recollection of drinking with Bohan- 
non that evening. The next morn- 
ing he read about what he and Bo- 
hannon were supposed to have done 
at the warehouse. There had been no 
witnesses, but the police hinted they 
had ideas. 


OHANNON had been liberal in 

the matter of getaway money. A 
guy doesn’t stop to figure the source of 
necessities. Necessity recognizes no 
law. It was Bohannon who said that 
if people were to stp to figure where 
every dollar they handled had come 
from they would get some shocking 
surprises. 

Danny guessed they might at that. 
He had always followed the oil fields 
himself; and a guy certainly didn’t 
have to apologize for the dough he 
earned there, because he certainly 
earned it. If only he hadn’t got 
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tangled up with Bohannon in K. C. 
But there wasn’t anything he could 
do about that now. He’d just been 
a sucker, that’s all; and a guy couldn’t 
afford to be a sucker more than once, 
at the outside. 

Danny wished bitterly that he had 
stayed in Oklahoma originally, where 
he had known his way around. But 
there were some mighty fine people 
down in this Gulf swamp country, 
Danny mused. Warmly, he wished 
he could have known them under dif- 
ferent circumstances. 

Bruce McFarland, the guy he was 
working for, was one of the finest. 
And Bruce’s daughter, Annie. Well, 
Danny couldn’t let his thoughts dwell 
long on her. Annie hadn’t tried to 
disguise her feelings toward Danny. 
She had been entirely too straight- 
forward about it, in fact. 

Danny started wearily to unbutton 
his sweaty shirt. Then the outer door 
banged and interrupted his reflec- 
tions, abruptly bringing him back to 
stark reality. The connecting door 
popped open, and in the light of the 
pressure torch Danny saw the gro- 
tesque outlines of Bohannon. Small, 
shriveled, his lined face depicting evil 
incarnate. Bohannon had tried to dye 
his white hair and the result was a 
bilious green. 

“Danny!” he snarled out. 
gotta hit the grit outa here.” 

His small rat-like face, shoved for- 
ward from between bony shoulders, 
reminded Danny of a vulture he had 
seen out in the swamp. Bohannon 
was patently scared—deadly. 

“What’s happened? Where you 
been?” asked Danny. 

Bohannon had just returned from 
the sleepy little village of Arcadia. 
Danny didn’t have long to. wait for 
an explanation. Bohannon’s claw- 
like fingers dug into Danny’s shoulder 
and in the eerie light of the lantern 
the little crook’s eyes shone strangely. 

“Bart Keeney! He’s here—I saw 
him in Arcadia!”’ Bohannon gritted. 

“The K. C. detective? But how 


“We 
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could he have known?” 

The village of Arcadia was ten 
miles north of McFarland’s farm 
where the wildcat oil well was located, 
but the only way one had of getting 
out either to the east-or the west was 
first through the village of Arcadia. 
Impenetrable swamp surrounded this 
neck of land in all other directions. 

Bohannon made an impatient noise 
deep in his scrawny throat. “As if 
you didn’t know,” he snorted. 

Of course, Danny knew that Bart 
Keeney had been assigned to the case. 
The newspapers had made a great 
story about it. Bart Keeney, the hu- 
man bloodhound. The lawman who 
always brought ’em back. And no 
matter where they tried to hide. 


HE breath bunched in Danny’s 

throat. He was more afraid, not 
for himself, but because of Annie Mc- 
Farland’s father. The _ kindliest, 
cleanest-minded man he had ever met. 
For a few fleeting seconds Danny’s 
brain whirled uselessly. 

Bruce McFarland had known from 
the first that Danny Breen was 
wanted by the law. He hadn’t said 
as much. He didn’t have to. But 
Danny knew that the fine old Scot 
knew his secret, knew it from the 
many things that had transpired dur- 
ing the past three months. 

And Bruce McFarland would be 
guilty of a felony—for knowingly 
harboring a fugitive from justice. 

The snake-eyed Bohannon was 
studying Danny’s boyish face. 

“Here’s the set-up,” Bohannon 
gritted. “We snatch the old guy and 
his daughter, make ’em drive us 
through Arcadia, and if anybody tries 
to stop us—” 

Bohannon broke off and grinned 
evilly as Danny went suddenly taut. 

“The old guy likes you—and the 
pretty little daughter is gone on you, 
too, Danny,” he went on significantly. 
“It'll be a cinch. They’ll come along 
without—”: 


Danny’s angry growl stopped Bo- 
hannon co!d. Danny’s youthful power 
was bunched in his wide shoulders as 
he rose suddenly and shoved Bohan- 
non crashingly against the farther 
wall, 

The little killer snarled like a cor- 
nered animal and in the dim light 
Danny saw the automatic that sud- 
denly leaped into Bohannon’s bony 
fingers. 

“Okay,” Bohannon gritted. 
knock you off—right now! 
through with you, anyhow.” 

Swiftly Danny yanked on his other 
shoe, determined to rid himself of this 
human vulture. But it was then that 
another enemy struck, struck with 
that most dreaded weapon of the oil- 
field—fire! 

Danny heard it even as he tensed 
to hurl himself at the snarling killer 
who had wrecked his life. That 
rumbling growl made him forget Bo- 
hannon. He whirled around, hurling 
himself in a dead run for the outside 
door. As he flung it open he halted 
abruptly, a painful constriction 
caught his throat and lungs. 

There could be no mistaking that 
tall, heavy figure approaching the 
shack. The searing light of the der- 
rick fire brought out the rugged fea- 
tures—even the cold, calculating eyes. 

“Bart Keeney!” Danny gasped. 

Just a split-second did Danny hesi- 
tate. Then he sprang past the cold- 
eyed detective and sprinted desper- 
ately down to the very edge of the 
bayou, heading for the well. Keeney 
could shoot and be hanged! 


“Til 
I’m 


AE were jumping frantically 
from the derrick floor. A dark 
form slid down the safety rope from 
the scaffolding while, thrust upward 
by a rush of escaping gas, the great 
drill stem began to pound furiously. 
With dismayed eyes Danny saw a 
spearhead of flame whistling up from 
the well. Like an avid tongue of some 
subterranean monster, that long blue 
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shaft licked hungrily about the base 
of the derrick, and second by second 
the roar deepened. 

Bruce McFarland was uncoiling a 
length of fire hose, but the column of 
water he was playing toward the der- 
rick was so feeble that it was driven 
back into his very face. Not enough 
water pressure, Danny realized. 

“How did it happen?” he shouted 
at McFarland above the roar of the 
lurid flames. Danny had an unpleas- 
ant idea that Bohannon might have 
figured in this somehow. 

“We struck a gas pocket!”” McFar- 
land’s face was streaked with mud 
and sweat and his thick mustache 
looked grotesque. “Wind blew it 
toward the boilers and it caught. The 
whole thing was in a blaze in a second. 
I’ve tried to reach the blow-out pre- 
venter, but the flames drove me back.” 

Danny’s wide eyes had been strain- 
ing toward that blow-out preventer 
even as McFarland mentioned it. 
There was a solid wall of wild flame 
guarding it now. But it was the only 
possible chance. 

Danny knew that McFarland and 
Annie had every cent they could bor- 
row tied up in this well. It repre- 
sented the hopes and dreams of a life- 
time to them. And now it seemed cer- 
tain that it was doomed to go up in 
flames. Failure now meant a life- 
time of effort on the part of the Mc- 
Farlands to repay creditors. Annie 
had been doing the work of three 
women in her effort to help her 
father. Danny Breen knew all this 
and his own problems were forgotten 
in that knowledge. 

In this confusion he could have 
made good his escape, perhaps. Es- 
cape from the penalty of murder— 
but Danny wasn’t thinking of that. 
He didn’t even allow himself to think 
that right now Bart Keeney was wait- 
ing to arrest him along with Bohan- 
non. 

“We can’t shut off the gas, and the 
flames will eut that derrick like 


POPULAR DETECTIVE 


cheese,” McFarland’s despairing 
voice cut through the haze in Danny’s 
whirling brain. 

Danny knew what would happen. 
He had seen it happen before, in Okla- 
homa. That blazing gas would melt 
the legs of the derrick like a blow- 
torch and bring the whole struc- 
ture crashing to the ground. And 
crumbling beneath the tremendous 
pressure, the well might blow out at 
any second. Danny knew what that 
was sure to mean. 

“Losing the well,” oil men called it. 
Thousands of feet of drill pipe whirl- 
ing and twisting up out of the well, 
tearing its way through the derrick, 
leaving behind a path of black de- 
struction. Ruin and despair for two 
people Danny loved. 

Just one chance remained—to reach 
the blow-out preventer. If they could 
close that wheel, they might cut off 
all passage for the escaping gas. But 
to reach the blow-out preventer 
meant entering that deadly zone of 
flames; it meant treading on ground 
that at any second might become the 
crater of a volcano. 

McFarland had tried and failed. 
And that was before the flames were 
as bad as they were right now. And 
why should he take a chance like that? 
Danny didn’t question reasons. 


i AN instant he made his decision. 
Waving some men to follow, he ran 
to a pile of corrugated iron sections 
left over from the boiler house. 
“Bring those sledge hammers,” he 
ordered. “We'll build a shield and 
skid it toward the blow-out preventer. 
All I ask you guys to do is to help 
me get it started, that’s all.” 
Instantly they caught the idea. Two 
men helped him lift the heavy wooden 
skids they had used to bring in the 
boilers. With spikes and sledge ham- 
mers Danny began pounding together 
two sections of corrugated iron, mak- 
ing a crude, wedge-shaped metal 
shield, held upright on the skids. Be- 
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hind this he might force his way for- 
ward to the blow-out preventer. 

Danny worked swiftly, while the 
men cast fearful glances at the 
mounting flames, each man knowing 
that if the blow-out came, they faced 
swift annihilation. A race against 
time, with precious little time to 
spare. A race against the most vio- 
lent of deaths. The men were falling 
back before that paralyzing threat. 

Finally Danny was ready. “Get 
back, men. I’ll take it alone.” 

As he looked up he saw Annie Mc- 
Farland running toward him. Fran- 
tically he waved her back. “Get out 
of here!” his shout rose above the 
roar of the flames. “Get back across 
the bayou!” 

She shook her head and her eyes 
seemed to shine in the blazing glow 
of the flames. “Not unless you do,” 
she answered. 

Danny knew little about such 
things, but even to him it was obvious 
that the concern in Annie’s sweet 

voice was for him, not the oil well. 

' A new rumble sounded deep down 
beneath the earth, as of a giant awak- 
ening, and the flames darted skyward. 
With a yell of dismay men bolted 
down the bayou. The well was get- 
ting ready to blow. 

Danny swore as he pulled on his 
heavy leather gloves. Too bad they 
had no asbestos fire suits. Nobody 
was left now except Annie and her 
father. Once more he shouted to the 
girl: “Get out of here!” 

“TI want to help. Tell me what I 
can do,” she pleaded. 

“Have it your way.” He reached 
down, thrust the nozzle of a fire hose 
in her hand. “Just keep us wet!” 

Then, nodding to McFarland, he set 
his powerful shoulders to the metal 
shield and heaved. Slowly it moved, 
the wooden skids leaving a deep rut in 
the wet earth. Straining, lifting, 
pushing, the two men made their way 
forward foot by foot, while behind 
them Annie played a steady stream of 


water over their heads and shoulders. 

Heads down, toes gripping the 
earth, they strained on in agonized 
desperation. The air grew hotter. 
Twice, tossed by the wind, a sheet of 
flame swept over them. The re- 
sultant steam from his wet clothes 
blinded Danny. 

Annie directed them by motioning. 
They shifted according to her direc- 
tions and resumed their dogged ad- 
vance in the face of that searing 
flame. Nearer now. They were pass- 
ing the mud pit. A few feet more 
and they would reach the derrick’s 
concrete base. Danny drove his tor- 
tured muscles by sheer will. 

Once he slipped and fell with a sick- 
ening thud that knocked the breath 
out of his throbbing body. But in an 
instant he was up and heaving again. 


TILL closer. He could hear the 

thump of the drill pipe against 
the roar of the rushing gas. To the 
right the foundation blocks came into 
view. The wheel of the blow-out pre- 
venter would be just ahead. Out of 
the flames the derrick loomed over 
them, and high up Danny could see 
the wooden planks of the scaffold 
flooring blaze. Even as he looked a 
portion collapsed in burning frag- 
ments, hitting the slush pit with a 
hiss, spattering them with mud. A 
hot splinter struck him painfully, 

It had to be now or not at all. 
Danny gritted his teeth. 

Not much longer could flesh and 
blood endure that withering inferno 
of fire. Danny saw the elderly legs 
of Bruce McFarland stagger. A last 
frantic shove, and Danny could see 
the wheel. He veached out, a tongue 
of flame lashed down at him hungrily, 
blistering his arm, causing him toe 
jerk back in pain. 

Racked with coughing, choked with 
fumes, he held his hot face to the 
ground and waited. The wind veered, 
the flame passed. Reaching out, he 
seized the wheel. 
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It refused to move! Pitilessly the 
heat seared him as with every ounce 
of ebbing strength he wrenched at the 
wheel. Slowly, grudgingly, it turned; 
little by little he felt the valve closing 
and heard the diminishing hiss of gas. 
Once more from above a shower of 
burning débris rained down upon 
him. He reeled, but with one last ef:- 
fort jammed the wheel closed. The 
valve shut and in a roar of defeat the 
flames went out. 

Danny turned toward his blistered 
companion. “We got her,” he 
croaked. ‘“We’ve—” 

The triumphant shout died in his 
tortured throat as he leaped. Just in 
time, he saw the flaming plank 
hurtling down onto the unsuspecting 
head of Bruce McFarland. He was 
just in time to take the full impact 
himself, but he had thrown the older 
man clear. Fireworks exploded in- 
side his tortured head, then total 
blackness closed in around Danny. 

Danny floated out of the blackness 
at last and peered out beneath the 
heavy bandage. Then he blinked. 
Annie McFarland’s hazel eyes were 
looking anxiously into his face and 
telling him things that he didn’t want 
to know. Impulsively she pressed her 
lips very softly against his cheek. 
Danny thought it felt like the pres- 
sure of a warm, velvety rose. 

“You're all right now, Danny,” the 
girl breathed thankfully. ‘You were 
wonderful, and you saved Dad’s life, 
I’m sure.” 

Danny’s eyes wandered to the win- 
dow, to the neat little curtains; the 
ebvious femininity of the surround- 
ings. Why, this was Annie McFar- 
Jand’s own room! Why had they 
brought him here? Why hadn’t they 
taken him to his own cabin? He 
stirred uneasily, and Annie’s soothing 
hand sought his bandaged one. 

“You took care of me,” he mur- 
mured wonderingly. He lay back on 
the white pillow and for a brief mo- 
ment he almost forgot the dread that 
had weighed so heavily on his mind 


for the past three months. Then it 
returned with increased impact. 

Danny wanted, more than any- 
thing else in the world, to be clean in 
the eyes of Annie McFarland and her 
father. And how could that ever be? 
His tortured eyes followed the girl as 
she did countless little things about 
the room, all for his own comfort. 
His mind was in a turmoil. 


E MOVED his legs experimen- 

tally. They functioned, appar- 
ently, though they were very sore. 
If he could only get out of here, per- 
haps he could avoid Bart Keeney and 
the law—at least for a while. He 
groaned then as he discovered he was 
wearing one of Bruce McFarland’s 
old-fashioned night shirts. 

Annie whirled at the sound. 

“Where are my clothes?” he de- 
manded. 

She came back to the bed smilingly. 
“You're not going to leave that bed 
until Doctor Le Bleau says so,” she 
told him gently. “He says you need 
rest above all else.” 

Rest! Danny thought ironically. 
He hadn't had any such thing for 
what seemed to him like a lifetime. 
Vaguely he wondered why the girl 
hadn’t said anything about Bart Kee- 
ney. He wondered why Keeney hadn’t 
been in to see him. 

Doubtiess the detective figured that 
his chances for a getaway were nil, 
anyway. Keeney could pick him up 
whenever he wanted to. Danny felt 
that Keeney must have arrested Bo- 
hannon. It felt like a century since 
Danny had left them at his cabin. 

He sighed miserably. Annie was 
busy again and now she was hum- 
ming contentedly as she went about 
her own work. She was putting on 
fresh boric acid compresses to soothe 
his burning flesh. But his heart and 
brain were beyond anybody’s min- 
istering. 

“One careless act can destroy a 
life’s work,” Danny reflected bitterly. 
Well, let Keeney and the law come. 
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It couldn’t be undone now. 

Annie broke into his bleak reverie. 
“Daddy is going to make you a part- 
ner—a full partner in the oil well. 
After all, we wouldn’t have the well 
if it hadn’t been. for you. And Daddy 
might have been killed besides.” 

“You’re taking a lot for granted,” 
Danny replied miserably. 

Annie’s eyes widened in shocked 
surprise. But the question on her lips 
died in her throat. Danny throttled 
it. Like a bursting dam, his words 
flowed thick and fast. Bitterly, he told 
her why she would have to forget 
him. Why she would have to under- 
stand that once and for all. In the 
midst of his confession an authori- 
tative knock sounded at the door. 

Danny motioned for Annie to open 
the door. She obeyed him without 
a word. She passed the cold-eyed 
detective at the door and glanced 
back at Danny, but his attention was 
focused on the big man. 

Detective Bart Keeney nodded a 
greeting, his face expressionless. He 
waited for the door to close behind 
Annie McFarland, then he glanced 
down at Danny Breen, studying him 
closely, silently. Then he spoke. 

“That was a pretty swell thing you 
did, young fellow.” The big detec- 
tive’s voice was plainly complimen- 
tary. “Yeah, a real swell thing.” He 
turned then, started for the door. “I 
just wanted to tell you that.” 

Tension tore at Danny’s nerves. 


“Hey!” he yelled. “What is this?” 

The detective turned and regarded 
him with a look of mild surprise. 

“What do you mean?” he asked 
mildly. Then, as if it were an after- 
thought, added: “Oh, while you were 
doing that swell act a guy named 
Bohannon—a crook who killed a 
watchman in a K. C. warehouse job— 
tried to get away and I had to shoot 
him.” 

“You mean he’s dead?” 

“That’s right. So that closes the 
case as far’s the law is concerned. You 
see, we happen to know that the kid 
Bohannon tried to frame when he 
was—well, we know the kid didn’t 
really have anything to do with it. 
Well, so long—and good luck.” 

Danny closed his eyes as Bart 
Keeney closed the door. 

He opened them again when he 
heard the door softly open once more, 
then as softly close again. Annie Mc- 
Farland’s soft white arms went 
around his neck and Bruce McFar- 
land stood grinning behind her. 
Danny blinked as he noted the base- 
ball bat held by Bruce McFarland. 

“It?s my idea of a shotgun wed- 
ding, Danny,” Bruce McFarland ex- 
plained, grinning and raising the ball 
bat. “I’m not handling this base- 
ball bat because ’m Joe DiMaggio 
either.” 

“IT get it. I get it.” Danny’s voice 
was muffled in Annie McFarland’s 
soft brown hair. 
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AT WORK: 


The CONFIDENTIAL 
BODYGUARD 


By DALE CLARK 


Steve Kelly, private detective, takes on a little job 
of lady protecting, and steps right into the 
middle of a slight case of murder for profit! 


CHAPTER I 
BARGAIN IN BODYGUARDS 


HE phone rang. Steve 
| Kelly walked out of 
the back room, which 
was his_ bedroom, 
into the front room, 


Kelly picked up 
the instrument and 
said: 

“Kelly’s Confiden- 
tial” 

A woman’s voice answered. 

“I’ve just read your advertisement 
in the classified directory.” 

“Vag? 

“The ad says you have armed body- 
guards for hire.” 

“That’s right,” Kelly said. 

“How much do you charge?” the 
woman’s voice asked. 

“It depends,” said Kelly. “What 
kind of a job is this? How long will 
you need the bodyguard?” 

“Oh, not long,” the woman said. 
“An hour or so. I’m at the Union 
Station now. I’m going to an address 
in Laurel Canyon, staying there fif- 
teen minutes or so, and then return- 


ing downtown. I’m sure it won’t take 
two hours.” 

Kelly’s eyebrows went up as he lis- 
tened. Bodyguard calls were genera- 
ally of a commercial nature. Some- 
times, late at night, a person who had 
been lucky at a gambling joint and 
was afraid of being robbed on the way 
home would hire an armed escort. But 
it was usually straight business— 
more often than not a traveling rep- 
resentative carrying samples for a 
fur or a jewelry firm who didn’t want 
to take chances between the railroad 
station and the hotel vaiilt. 

He thought for a moment, then 
said: 

“Ten dollars.” 

There was a pause before the 
woman said: 

“Don’t you think that’s pretty 
steep—five dollars an hour?” 

“It isn’t the time,” Kelly pointed 
out, “it’s the protection you’re buy- 
ing. If you really need a bodyguard, 
you can’t expect an operative to risk 
his life for less.” 

“But there’s no danger,” 
woman protested. 

“No?” Kelly said. 

“Not for a man. It’s just that I’m 


the 
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all by myself, and I don’t trust cab 
drivers, especially when it’s so dark 
and lonely up there in the canyon at 
night. I’d feel safer with a trust- 
worthy companion.” The voice qua- 
vered. “That is, if I could afford to 
hire one.” 


Kee pictured an elderiy, timid 
soul. He pictured her as old 
enough to be Kelly’s mother, at least. 
She was probably from out of town, 
and probably needlessly alarmed 
about the dangers of the city. 

“No agency in town is going to 
tackle the job for less than ten dol- 
lars,” he told her. “You couldn’t even 
hire a gigolo from an escort service 
for less than that, and you’d have to 
pay expenses. You’d be stuck for the 
man’s cab fare to the station, and 
then for a cab to and from the can- 
yon. I couldn’t possibly quote you a 
lower figure, if I send a man out on 
the job.” 

“Well-l—” 

“Wait a minute,” Kelly said. “T’ll 
tell you what I can do. I can meet you 
with my car. The ten dollars stands, 
but it’?d be saving you the other ex- 
penses.” 

She hesitated. 
offer ?” 

He had not been making a bid for 
the job, and Kelly told her so. 

“T don’t want the job,” he said. “I’d 
advise you to hire a cab, put your 
trust in the driver, and save your 
money. The chances are a million to 
one you wouldn’t have any trouble at 
all. That’s my advice, and it’s free. 
Vm simply telling you what I can do, 
if you’re in a position to spend ten 
dollars for a service you probably 
don’t really need.” 

“Well,” the voice said. “Well, you 
ean meet me in the Fred Harvey res- 
taurant here. TI’ll be at a table as 
close to the entrance as I can get. I’m 
wearing a blue coat and a blue hat, 
and besides there’ll be a book on the 
table—the ‘American Doctor’s Odys- 
sey.’ Can you remember that?” 


“That’s your best 


“Sure,” said Kelly, 
name?” 

“It’s Mrs. Cosgrave.” 

“Okay,” Kelly said. 
all right.” 

Purely as a matter of routine, he 
removed his coat, opened a top desk 
drawer, and hauled out a leather har- 
ness. Kelly was left-handed, so the 
holster fitted up snugly to his right 
shoulder, Its leather-clad spring and 
retaining clip imprisoned a .388 Bank- 
ers’ Special. 

He wasn’t expecting that kind of 
trouble, though. When Mrs. Cos- 
grave had mentioned an “armed 
bodyguard,” she had doubtless only 
been quoting the words of the classi- - 
fied advertisement. Kelly was more 
interested, really, in making sure he 
had cigarettes in his pocket. 

“Boy Scout stuff,” he thought. “My 
good deed for the day.” 

There wasn’t anything about Mrs. 
Cosgrave’s appearance to contradict 
this idea of his, when he sauntered 
through the Los Angeles Union Sta- 
tion and found the blue-cloaked, blue- 
hatted woman in the restaurant. She 
was not quite as old as he had imag- 
ined, true. She might have been 
thirty-five or forty. 

Nor was she quite the timid, 
shrinking, abashed soul that her voice 
had suggested. She had quite a 
square chin, in fact, and her brown 
eyes were determined rather than ap- 
pealing. 

“You’re Kelly?” she asked. 

“Yes, sure. You ready?” 

A nod. “If I pay you half of the 
money now, and the rest when you’re 
through, will that be satisfactory?” 


“What’s the 


“Tl find you, 


USINESSLIKE, you see. But a 
perfectly respectable, quiet, spin- 
sterish sort. Like a middle-aged 
schoolma’m, Kelly thought. Maybe, in 
spite of the “Mrs.” attached to her 
name, she was a schoolteacher. 
His experienced eye took in the rig 
of the neat blue hat and the tailored 
blue cloak. She had the five dollars 


THE CONFIDENTIAL BODYGUARD 57 


ready, in the outer compartment of 
her black leather handbag, so there 
was no- opportunity for him to see 
how much money that she had tucked 
away in its inner purse. 

But Kelly would have bet her funds 
were mostly in the form of travelers’ 
checks. 

“Any baggage?” he asked. 

“I checked it. . . . Where’s your 
car?” 

“Out in front.” He guided her 
through the station, across the park- 
ing oval outside. He noticed, while 
he held the coupé door open, that her 
shoes were low-heeled and unstylish 
and just as sensible as the rest of her 
costume. 

“Where to?” he asked, idling the 
motor. 

“Just take Laurel Canyon. I'll tell 
you when to turn off.” 

“You’ve been here before, then,” 
said Kelly. 

“Yes,” she admitted, taciturnly. 

By this time, Kelly was changing 
his theory about her. But not chang- 
ing it much, at that. Everything fitted 
his slightly changed theory. The 
brusk, business-like tone which could 
easily be a device to hide her shyness. 
The careful way that she handled her 
money. 

And her clothes—her clothes, es- 
pecially. They were of good enough 
quality, proving she was not handi- 
capped by extreme poverty. But no 
woman under forty would have worn 
such uniformly sensible garments— 
unless she was afraid of something. 

Afraid of criticism, Kelly sus- 
pected. She would not risk putting 
on something pretty and stylish and 
youthful, for fear of appearing ridicu- 
lous, for fear people would laugh at 
her. 

She was not the elderly, timid type 
he had first imagined, but she was 
close to it. She was the middle- 
agedly nervous, neurotic sort. 

In short, she was just the kind who 
would be distrustful of cab drivers 
and afraid of dark canyons. If the 


full truth were known, she was maybe 
the kind who enjoyed obsessions 
along such lines. : 

Kelly was somewhat cynical about 
this. He had once been driven almost 
nuts by a client who fancied she was 
being followed by strange men at 
night, and so on. All imagination, of 
course, in the end. He hoped to heaven 
Mrs. Cosgrove wasn’t going to turn 
out like that. 

In the meantime, though, he had 
his hands and feet and eyes busy with 
the Los Angeles traffic—the more so, 
because Kelly was himself a native 
son driver. That is to say, he had 
been brought up to look on yellow 
lights as invitations rather than cau- 
tion signals. And he considered a zig- 
zag course from traffic lane to traffic 
lane as much the shortest distance 
down the street. 

If Mrs. Cosgrave’s fingers clutched 
her handbag nervously, therefore, 
Kelly’s driving was excuse enough for 
it. And if her agitation became even 
more pronounced after they had 
swung into Laurel Canyon—well, the 
Laurel Canyon grade is narrow, is 
winding, and is steep. Moreover, it 
was wet in spots. Kelly drove it by 
ear, gauging his speed by the scream 
of tires on the curves. 

“Here!” she gasped at length. 


ELLY shot the coupé into a side 
road, glimpsed a “Street End” 
warning, and practically parachuted 
to a stop in front of hewn rock wall. 

“Want me to wait?” he asked. 

The woman stopped pushing her 
feet against the floor boards. 

“It’s the second house above,” she 
said in a thin, strained voice. “You 
come along with me. You brought a 
gun, didn’t you?” 

Kelly looked at her. 
gun?” he asked. 

She got out of the car stiffly, her 
purse clutched in one hand, the book 
in the other. 

“You might,” she said. “They’ve 
killed snakes on the steps here.” 


“Do I need a 
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Kelly said he would rather take a 
club to a snake than use a gun, any 
day. Shooting snakes was prohably 
all right for cowboys using a seven- 
and-a-half inch-barreled Peacemaker. 
He doubted plenty if he could shoot 
the head off a snake before the snake 
got good and mad. 

“Okay,” he said, unhinging a flash- 
light from the steering column. “We'll 
jook out for snakes.” 


CHAPTER II 
THE LADY TAKES A POWDER 


HE steps were irregu- 

lar, hewn out of the 
hillside, taking ad- 
vantage of the natu- 
ral stone strata. Mrs. 
Cosgrave, Kelly no- 
ticed, took these ir- 
regularities in her 
stride. She had been 
up these steps, not 
once, but many 
times. She knew them by heart, un- 
consciously. 

It was a hillside house, of course, 
but it didn’t show any of the modern 
influence, architecturally. It was a 
kind of a Cape Cod house, stuck onto 
the slope by main force of concrete. 
An electric bulb hidden in a hurricane 
lamp lighted the porch. There were 
lights inside the place, too, but no- 
body answered the door chimes. 

“They know you’re coming?” Kelly 
asked. 

She nodded. “Yes. I telephoned 
from the station. I can’t understand 
this.” 

Kelly couldn’t understand it, either, 
except by assuming that the occu- 
pants of the house didn’t want to see 
Mrs. Cosgrave. He walked along the 
porch to a French window and looked 
in through the slats of the Venetian 
blind at an apparently empty room. 

“You want to wait?” he asked. 

Mrs. Cosgrave had fumbled in her 
handbag for a pencil. She began writ- 
ing vigorously in the fly page of her 


“American Doctor’s Odyssey.” Hav- 
ing written nearly a pageful, she tore 
out the page, folded it neatly, and 
slipped the creased paper under the 
door. 

“Maybe you ought to wait a few 
minutes,” Kelly suggested. “They 
might have just gone out to pick up 
some Scotch or smokes, It won’t cost 
you any more to wait a little while.” 

“No.” She shook her head. “It'll 
just have to be this way, now. Come 
along.” 

“It’s your party,” Kelly said, with 
a shrug. 

He didn’t care. Why should he? It 
was of no interest to him if Mrs. Cos- 
grave didn’t want to talk about the 
affair. Moreover, she had not paid 
him to listen. 

He drove her back out of the can- 
yon. 

“Wait,” she said, as they came out 
on Sunset Boulevard. “Pull into one 
of these stations.” 

What she wanted was a look at the 
phone book. When she came back, - 
she had a scribbled street address. 
She showed it to Kelly. 

“Would it be extra?” she asked. 
“Stopping here on our way down- 
town?” 

Kelly looked at the address. It 
would not be the shortest way down- 
town, but by taking Highland to Wil- 
shire, it wouldn’t be more than a 
handful of blocks off the route. And 
she had not used up her fifteen min- 
ute stop in the canyon. 

“Okay, okay,” he said. 

It was an apartment courts this 
time—duplexes built to surround a 
courtyard. From the way Mrs. Cos- 
grave hesitated and consulted the 
numbers along the entrances, she was 
not on such familiar terms with this 
place as she was with that one back 
in the side street. 

“The number you want would be at 
the back,” Kelly said. 

There was more hesitation on her 
part. “You can wait here,” she finally 
decided, and walked off. 
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77 ELLY lighted a cigarette. <A 
fountain splashed in the middle 
of the courtyard, into a pool with a 
circular concrete rim. He parked him- 
self on the rim, stretched his legs, 
and yawned. A girl came out of a 
doorway, across the courtyard. 

“Now, if she needed a bodyguard,” 
Kelly thought plaintively. 

But her type wouidn’t—unless she 
wanted to shoo the movie scouts 
away. Or the guys who pretended to 
be movie scouts. 

Her French heels tap-tapped rap- 
idly past Kelly. He looked after her, 
and saw with amazement a ladder 
running from knee to heel of her silk 
stocking. 

“Dear Emily Post,” Kelly thought. 
“How does a gentleman notify a 
strange blonde to go change her 
socks?” 

It was at that moment that the 
Cosgrave woman screamed. 

Kelly leaped up, running. The du- 
plexes shared entrances, with 18-20 
—that was the one Mrs. Cosgrave had 
wanted — bracketed together. He 
slammed into the little hallway as 
Mrs. Cosgrave backed through a door 
toward him, gabbling incoherent 
sounds while she pointed. 

“Hades sleigh bells!” Kelly ex- 
claimed. 

He barged past his client, into the 
middle of a murder. The young man 
who sprawled on the floor of Apart- 
ment 18 had a crushed skull and a 
stab wound in his chest. The blood 
was still warm, and liquid. 

But the youth was dead. 

Kelly sent a dazed glance about the 
room. He was not looking for clues, 
and the glance passed mechanically 
over the bloodied knife on the table. 
He ignored the book-end on the floor, 
too. He was looking for a phone, and 
finally he spotted it, tucked away in a 
wall niche in a smaller hallway that 
branched back into the apartment. 
Under the niche a door stood ajar, 
revealing the location of the phone di- 
rectory. 


Kelly went into the hallway, 
started to reach for the phone, and 
then remembered to drop his hand- 
kerchief around it before he dialed. 

“Police Headquarters,” somebody 
said, in a moment, and he said: 

“Homicide Bureau.” He didn’t en- 
joy the friendship of any Homicide 
detective, so it made no difference 
who took the call. 

“T want to report a murder,” Keliy 
said to Homicide. He reported it. 
“Steve Kelly,” he said, giving them 
his office address and his private li- 
cense number. It was all routine thus 
far. “A woman hired me to bring 
her here—” 

He remembered to look around. 
Mrs. Cosgrave was gone. And some- 
how, he knew she was gone. 

“Wait a minute,” he said. 
better send a squad car to—” 

And he stopped. Because, he didn’t 
even know the house number or the 
name of the side street to which he 
had first driven Mrs. Cosgrave. He 
could go straight there, but he 
couldn’t tell the cops where to go. 

“What?” Homicide was saying. 

Kelly swallowed. “Nothing,” he 
said hastily. “See you later.” 

The first thing Kelly did when he 
cradled the telephone was to make 
sure that Mrs. Cosgrave had skipped. 
Which wasn’t hard to do. She wasn’t 
in the courtyard, nor had she taken 
refuge in Kelly’s coupé. What she 
had taken was a powder. 

Kelly swore fervently, staring up 
and down the street. 

She couldn’t have gone far, in the 
minute or so he had used in reciting 
facts and street addresses to the Ho- 
micide Bureau. That is, afoot. She 
might have been dumby-lucky 
enough, though, to have run into a 
roving cab when she dashed out of 
the courtyard. 

If so, Kelly could make a guess at 
where she was heading. 

“It’s none of my business!” he told 
himself, but unfortunately he couldn’t 
believe that. 


“You'd 
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Nor was he thinking of it from the 
standpoint of loyalty to a client— 
client who had paid him five dollars, 
plunged him into a murder mix-up, 
and then taken her fancy-free French 
leave. If you asked Kelly, he didn’t 
owe such a client a nickel’s worth of 
loyalty. 

Kelly was thinking that the police 
would be plenty sore. 

Not just because Mrs. Cosgrave 
had been the one to walk in and find 
the body, either. When she had gone 
into the filling station and copied off 
this address, the chances were she 
had telephoned here. Or tried to. 
Homicide would want to know 
whether she had talked to the victim, 
those few minutes ago. It would be 
an important bit of material evidence, 
helping to fix the time of the assault, 
if she had. 

Yes, the cops would be plenty sore 
at Kelly. They would feel that Kelly, 
letting the witness slip through his 
fingers so easily, was just too dumb 
to be trusted with a private badge. 

He couldn’t see where he had been 
so dumb. Looking for the phone, and 
notifying the police had been the nor- 
mal and the legally necessary first 
step. There had been no way for nim 
to know Mrs. Cosgrave intended to 
take a powder. 

Only the police might not believe 
this. They would be just as apt to 
believe Kelly had deliberately advised 
his client to get the heck out of here. 
It wouldn’t be the first time a mate- 
rial witness had vanished, to surren- 
der subsequently through the services 
of a first-class lawyer. 

By the time Kelly had convinced 
the Homicide men about his version 
of the affair, it might be too late to 
find her. For he thought he knew 
where Mrs. Cosgrave would go, if she 
had the sense of a gosling. 

He jumped into his coupé. The men 
from Headquarters were not going to 
like this, either, but how could he help 
it? 

Kelly drove like fury. 


This time he didn’t swerve off the 
Laurel Canyon road into the side 
street. He braked fifty feet past the 
corner and ran back. If the Cosgrave 
woman returned, he didn’t want her 
to be frightened by discovering his 


none car. He hoped she would hurry 
up the steps, into his grasp again. 

If she wasn’t already here, or had 
been here! 


E DASHED up those steps him- 

self, went down on his knees in 
front of the door, and whipped out 
his penknife. Using its blade, he 
fished for the folded fly page—fished 
vainly. She had beaten him to it. Or 
else, she had tapped the note smartly 
enough so that it had slid well inside 
onto the floor. “Invitation to bur- 
glary,” Kelly thought. 

As a preliminary, he put his thumb 
onto the push button and trilled the 
chimes. He didn’t expect an answer, 
and the footfalls came as a surprise. 

The man who answered was a lank, 
clean-shaven, bald-pated individual 
wearing a definitely sour expression. 

“Yes?” he intoned at Kelly. 

Kelly dipped two fingers of his 
right hand into his vest pocket and 
flashed a rolled gold badge. The badge 
said: 

Licensed Private Detective 


Kelly’s fingers, from professional 
habit. gripped the shield in such a 
way that only the last of the three 
words was clearly visible. 

“T’]] take that note, brother,” he 
said confidently. 

“I beg your pardon?” the bald man 
said. 

Kelly borrowed the tone of a traffic 
cop asking where was the fire. 

“The note that was stuck under 
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your door tonight,” he said. 

The householder looked blank, “I’m 
sorry, Officer, but you must have the 
wrong address. This is the Afna 
place. You probably want the Clint- 
well house, the one below here.” 

He said it smoothly and surely. He 
made an excellent job of his acting. 
The guy knew his onions, Kelly re- 
flected unhappily. He was just exactly 
the kind of a citizen you should never 
risk any gags on, such as impersonat- 
ing an officer. 

Kelly had no choice, though, except 
a now or never choice. This Afna, 
whoever he was, clearly didn’t intend 
to admit there had been a note. If 
Kelly didn’t take him now, the note 
would be destroyed the minute that 
he turned his back. 

So Kelly said jarringly: 

“Now look here, you! I already 
picked up the Cosgrave dame, see? 
So I know, and there ain’t any mis- 
take about it. Unless you’re gonna 
make a mistake, trying to hold out 
on me!” 

“You mean to say you’ve arrested 
Mary Cosgrave?” 

Afna’s face wasn’t blank now. It 
was unbelieving. 

Kelly had not meant to say it, but 
only to imply the general idea. So 
far, he had not done any worse than 
flash a private badge. And it was true, 
he had picked up Mrs. Cosgrave, at 
the Union Station. He hadn’t pro- 
fessed himself to be a police officer, 
in so many words, and he could take 
his oath on that. 

“Guy,” he said, “what about this 
note? I’m asking you nice for the 
last time. What about it?” 

The bald man shrugged. “I’ve told 
you, two times over. There isn’t any 
note here.” 

So! The lie direct. The guy was 
going to stand pat on his bluff, no 
matter how hard and often Kelly 
called him. There was nothing to do, 
from Kelly’s standpoint, except go 
ahead and tip the guy’s hole card by 
main force. 


CHAPTER III 
BLONDE TROUBLE 


slapped the 
door with his right 
hand, jumped inside, 
and grabbed five fin- 
gers full of shirt 
front with his left. 

“Now!” said Kelly, 
administering three 
or four rough jerks 
with the left. “Now, 
you—” 

He was prepared for anything, 
from indignant protest on up to at- 
tempted gunplay. For anything ex- 
cept what happened. 

Afna’s head bobbed front and back 
with each jerk, then Jolled side- 
ward, eyes closed, breath whoof-f-fing 
across relaxed lips. His knees relaxed, 
too. He hung like a rag doll at the 
end of Kelly’s left arm. 

“Oh, heck!” Kelly said. 
hurt you that bad!” 

The bald man was as limp as a dish- 
rag, though. 

Kelly lowered him to the floor. Sus- 
piciously, he patted the bald man at 
the three locations, shoulder and hip 
and side pocket, where a man would 
be apt to carry a gun. There was 
no gun. He felt of the man’s wrist, 
rolled up an eyelid and looked into an 
expanse of clouded eye-white. 

“Maybe he’s got a bum ticker, at 
that,” Kelly worried. 

He had a ringside memory of a 
fight referee ramming two fingers 
into the solar plexus of a fighter sus- 
pected of doing a dive. Kelly stiff- 
ened two fingers, and shook his head. 
That wouldn’t be so good, for a bum 
ticker. 

Hesitating, he heard quick, hurry- 
ing steps outside. He half-straight- 
ened, swung around watchfully. 

A girl darted across the porch to 
stop short under the hurricane lamp 
and stare wide-eyed into the hallway. 

“Wh—what’s happened?” she said. 

Kelly peered at the nimbus of light 


“I never 
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dropped by the light onto her wavy 
blond hair. 

“You!” Kelly choked. 

She had been looking at Afna. Now 
her blue glance included Kelly in the 
tableau, and recognition flared into 
fear. 

She whirled and ran. 

“Yeah, the same run in her socks!” 
Kelly mumbled, as he stared after the 
silk-legged, flying vision. With\a fran- 
tic leap, she sailed off the porch into 
the darkness. 

Kelly swore. 

He wasted an instant glaring at 
the inert Afna. To all appearances, 
the bald man had remained oblivious 
of the scene. If he was playing ’pos- 
sum, he was plenty good at it. If 
he was really unconscious, he would 
probably stay that way awhile. 

And—well, the blonde was impor- 
tant, too. 

He decided to chance it. He crossed 
the porch in two bounding strides. 
The girl was a blur, almost melted 
into darkness, halfway down the 
hewn hillside steps. 

“You!” Kelly bawled. “Stop!” 

He bolted down the steps in pur- 
suit, two steps at a stride. From the 
clatter of heels, she was doing the 
same. But her heels were the tricky 
French type. She was risking her 
pretty neck. 


TEVE KELLY heard the shriek, 
the jarring fall. And then he was 
standing over her. 

“Hey! You! You all right?” 

“My ankle!” she wailed. 
oh!” 

“Rasy,” Kelly said. 

He stooped, scooped the girl into 
his arms. She was unexpectedly 
light, softly yielding. And then she 
wasn’t yielding at all. She squirmed, 
writhed. Fingernails threatened a 
miniature blitzkrieg over his face. 

His arms crushed her, 

“You young devil!” he said, “You 
want to be dragged up the steps by 
the hair, or you want to come nice?” 


“Ooo- 


Just as unexpectedly, the blonde 
subsided. 

“T’ll—be—nice.” 

Kelly hurried back up the hewn 
stone steps. 

Afna, anyway, was still a heap on 
the floor. Kelly stepped over the bald 
man. There was a table in the hall, 
and one of those telephone chairs— 
the kind with half a back. He low- 
ered the girl into the chair, and then 
stepped back. 

“Ah-h!” said Kelly, his mouth 
dropping open. 

The blonde had a gun pointed at 
him. It was a Bankers’ Special .38. 
It was Kelly’s own gun. She had felt 
it when he had crushed her to his 
chest, and she had just reached in, 
and helped herself. 

“Be careful, baby!” Kelly said ner- 
vously. “That’s a hair-trigger you’re 
hanging onto!” 

The bald man created a diversion 
by rising on one elbow and snarling 
at Kelly. 

“Outrageous!” his thin lips rasped. 
“Breaking into a man’s home without 
a warrant. Subjecting an innocent 
taxpayer to a third-degree! It’s an 
outrage!” 

“Ooo-hh,” the girl said. “A cop!” 

“T’ll just take that gun, sister,” 
Kelly said. 

“Sister?” she flamed. “My name is 
Helene Hathaway—Miss Hathaway, 
to you. And have you a warrant for 
me?” 

“It’s not us he’s after, Helene,” 
Afna sighed. “It seems they’ve ar- 
rested Mary Cosgrave.” 

Her face tightened. “Arrested... 
Why, that’s not possible! Why, I 
just saw—” she stopped, changing 
her face to another kind of tightness. 

“Police officer?” she asked, peering 
over the pointed gun at Kelly. “You 
were with her. I saw that. But you 
stayed outside—you let her go in 
alone, so she couldn’t have been un- 
der arrest then. You didn’t even know 
about the murder yet! And if you 
didn’t know, if she wasn’t under ar- 
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rest, why were you together—riding 
around in a coupé instead of a police 
ear, too?” 

She had it all reasoned out. 
began to laugh, shakily. 

“Why, you’re not a policeman at 
all!” she accused. “You’re no more 
a cop than I am! You can’t be!” 

Kelly let the girl enjoy her mo- 
ment of relieved triumph. 

“Okay, so I’m not a cop.” He fanned 
his hands out flatly. “Well, you’ve 
got me covered. There’s a phone right 
beside your elbow. Go ahead, call 
somebody who is a cop, and turn me 
in.” 


She 


E HAD an idea this suggestion 

wouldn’t sit so well. It didn’t. 
Hefene Hathaway reacted to the pro- 
posal with a fresh glimmer of worry 
in her narrowed blue eyes. 

“You don’t dare,” Kelly said. “I 
might tell the cops how you ran away 
from the scene of that murder, how 
you were leaving when Mrs. Cosgrave 
and I got there, how you ducked into 
a doorway—” 

“Murder!” Afna was on his feet, 
leaning weakly against the wall. 
“Murder!” he repeated. “What are 
you talking about?” 

“Larry Sherman was killed to- 
night,” the girl said dully. 

Afna was beyond speech. 

“And she was there,” Kelly added. 
“And she skinned out without notify- 
ing the law there’d been a killing.” 
He grinned at the girl. “If I’m wrong, 
babe, go ahead and turn me in.” 

The bald man gestured, “Don’t be 
hasty, Helene.” He swallowed un- 
happily. “Impersonating an officer is 
a serious matter, a penitentiary of- 
fense in fact. Now, this young man 
doesn’t look like a criminal to me. 
He’s rash and impetuous and violent 
in his methods, but I can’t believe 
he’s downright vicious. Indeed, if I’m 
any judge of character, we’re dealing 
with a romantic young Robin Hood.” 

Kelly beamed falsely. “Gee, 
thanks.” 


Afna’s smile was sorrowing. “I 
don’t want to send you to jail, my 
boy, without giving you a chance to 
explain your actions to the satisfac- 
tion of all concerned.” 

Kelly quit beaming. 

“Crude!” he said. “You’re wonder- 
ing how much I’ve got on you. Since 
V’m not a cop and didn’t arrest Mrs. 
Cosgrave, you want to find out how 
I know about that note she left under 
your door.” 

Helene Hathaway’s blond head 
jerked up. 

“Note? What note?” 

“I’ve told him three times,” Afna 
gaid stiffly, “that there wasn’t any.” 

Kelly laughed. 

“Oh,” the bald man said, “if she 
did leave a note, it must have been 
removed by an unknown, third 
party.” 

“Let’s quit horsing around and talk 
turkey instead,” Kelly said. He tossed 
the gold badge in his palm. “Private,” 
he explained. “I’ll be square with you. 
I had a client, but I got doublecrossed, 
left in the ditch. Well, if I can find 
some other clients in the same ditch, 
why shouldn’t I?” 

“Youw’re trying to sell us your serv- 


- jees?”’ the bald man asked. 


Kelly wanted him to think so. 

“Why not?” he said. “If a guy 
gets pushed into a gutter, and sees 
where there’s some money floating 
around in that gutter, I say he’s a 
fool if he crawls out empty-handed 
without anything for his trouble.” 

Helene Hathaway’s blue eyes 
brewed a look of contempt for Kelly’s 
benefit. 

“The romantic Robin Hood,” she 
said. 

Kelly was glad she had the decency 

to feel that way about it. He didn’t 
say so. 
“Now, Miss Hathaway,” he said, 
“we're all three in a spot where we 
don’t want to call in the law. Why 
shouldn’t we put our heads together, 
talk it over, and figure ourselves 2 
way out of the jam?” 
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CHAPTER IV 
ROBIN Hoop 


FNA liked the idea 
\ | of what Kelly pro- 

. | posed, 

: “Suppose we sit 
down and have a 
drink on it, at 
least,” he sug- 
gested. 

He led the way 
into the comfort- 
ably furnished den 
at the end of the hall. Unstopping a 
decanter, he said: 

“Sherry? I don’t use hard liquor 
—doctor’s orders. I believe there’s 
Scotch in the pantry, if you prefer.” 

Kelly said sherry was fine. The 
girl shook her blond head. 

“Nothing,” she said. 

Afna poured two sherries. 

“By the way, we haven’t the pleas- 
ure, young man,” he said, with a ris- 
ing inflection. 

“Steve Kelly. I’m licensed, You can 
look it up in the classified.” 

“All right, Kelly. What’s your 
proposition?” 

“Financial,” snapped Kelly. 

“Yes, but what?” 

Kelly said it depended. He said 
you wouldn’t expect a man to bid on 
a bridge before he knew whether he 
had to span Mud Creek or the Missis- 
sippi. 

“I’ve got to know what we’re up 
against,” he declared. 

The bald man sipped his sherry, 
watching Kelly warily. 

“You mean to say Mrs. Cosgrave 
didn’t tell you about the affair?” He 
was suspicious. 

“Who said Mrs. Cosgrave hired 
me?” Kelly demanded. 

“Well, I gathered it.” 

“T’ll do the gathering,” Kelly said. 

He waved his glass. Sherry flew, 
and the blond girl threw up her 
hands, her ten fingers outspread. 

Kelly grabbed the gun out of her 
lap and grinned, 


“I told you my client doublecrossed 
me,” he said, as if nothing had hap- 
pened. “Why should I believe any- 
thing I’ve been told so far? I’d rather 
have it straight from the horse’s 
mouth.” 

“Robin Hood,” the girl said scorn- 
seat dabbing at wine on her shoul- 

er. 

“No, he’s all right, Helene,” the 
bald man said. “He’s smart, and he 
gets results. You’d better tell him 
the story, whatever happened to- 
night.” 

She shook her head, “Nothing hap- 
pened. I found the door partly open 
—and Larry lay inside, dead.” 

“But why’d you go there?” Kelly 
questioned. 

“He asked me to. It was business, 
about his aunt’s estate.” ; 

“Tell me about that.” 

“You know about that,” she said, 
“if you know anything at all.” 

“Go ahead, tell it, and let me check 
against what I already know.” He 
looked wise. “It’s the little, insignifi- 
cant details that detectives go by.” 

“Well, you must know I worked for 
Ada Sherman,” the girl said impa- 
tiently. 

“Pretend that I don’t know a 
thing,” said Kelly. “Tell it in your 
own way right from the beginning 
and we'll get along faster.” 

“All right! I was Miss Sherman’s 
companion. That means running her 
errands, reading to her, listening to 
her. It wasn’t an unusual arrange- 
ment. Lots of lonely old ladies hire 
companions, and lots of girls are glad 
to get jobs like that. I was glad, be- 
cause I didn’t have the training to get 
a decent office job, and it was pleas- 
anter than clerking in a department 
store.” 

Steve Kelly nodded. He was listen- 
ing carefully. 

“Uh-huh,” he said. 
on.” 

“Well, Larry is—was—Miss Sher- 
man’s nephew. They didn’t get on too 
well, but he expected to inherit her 


“Well—go 
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money. He was the only relative, 
the only person she had to leave it 
to.” 

“Yep.” 

“He expected to inherit it pretty 
soon, too,” the girl said. “His aunt 
was in bad health. About six months 
ago, her health became go bad that 
the doctor put her in the charge of a 
practical nurse. That’s where Mary 
Cosgrave comes into the picture, and 
where I step out.” 

“There wasn’t any question about 
Miss Hathaway’s services,” Afna 
said. “Ada didn’t need both a nurse 
and a companion, was all.” 

“She needed more than a nurse,” 
the girl said. “In less than a month, 
she was in the hospital. They oper- 
ated, unsuccessfully. She died, and 
then it came out that she hadn’t left 
her money to Larry at all.” 

“She’d had me draw up a new will,” 
the bald man interrupted, “leaving 
the estate to the American Emer- 
gency Roll Call.” 

Kelly nodded. This placed Afna. 
The bald man was the family lawyer. 

“Go on,” Kelly gaid. 

“Why, that’s all,” Helene Hath- 
away said. “Larry wanted to break 
the will, of course. It was made only 
three weeks before his aunt’s death, 
and he hoped to prove she wasn’t of 
sound mind at the time.” 

“Well, was she?” 

“She was mentally okay when I 
worked for her,” the girl said. “But 
there was something else. In all that 
time, living with her day in and day 
out, listening to her hour after hour, 
I never heard her mention the Amer- 
ican Emergency Roll Call. I handled 
her correspondence, and she never 
wrote any letters to them, or got any. 
It seems funny, doesn’t it, that she 
should suddenly decide to leave her 
entire fortune to them?” . 

“Her interest was sudden,” Afna 
murmured. “She got interested in 
some of their literature. She had sev- 
eral talks with the organizer, Fred 
Mitchell, and became an enthusiastic 


convert. In these troubled times, she 
wanted to devote her money to a_pa- 
triotic purpose, rather than give a 
hundred thousand dollars to a play- 
boy like Larry.” 

“Don’t look at me.” The girl 
shrugged. “It was Larry Sherman’s 
quarrel, not mine. He wanted me to 
come to his apartment, meet his law- 
yer, and make out an affidavit.” 

“Why not his lawyer’s office?” 
Kelly asked. 

“’'m working, and it wouldn’t be 
easy for me to get off during business 
hours.” 

“Okay, okay. That brings you down 
to the kill, and why you lammed ou 
of there.” . 

“For Pete’s sake,” the girl said. “I 
was only thinking of my job. I’m 
teaching elocution in a private, girls’ 
schoo] out in Westwood now. It’s one 
of those jobs that even going to a 
man’s apartment would be fatal, let 
alone being involved in a murder. Be- 
sides, why should I be involved? 
Larry’s. lawyer was due there any 
minute. He’d find the body. There 
was absolutely no need for me to be 
the target for all the publicity.” 


ELLY thought this over. 
“But suppose his lawyer names 
you to the law. Where are you then?” 

“IT know. That’s why I came here.” 

Afna stared. “Here?” 

“Well, I wasn’t at the school. I 
had to be somewhere. I could say 
I came here first, intending to ask 
your advice about the whole thing, 
because you were Ada Sherman’s law- 
yer and personal friend. I wanted an 
alibi, that was it.” 

The bald man nodded. “I see. ’'m a 
married man, and you’d naturally not 
know my wife was out to a movie. I 
think you can believe her, Kelly. I’d 
say it was logical, that is, in terms of 
feminine logic.” 

Kelly shrugged. 

“I don’t care about her logic,” said 
Kelly. “I’m more interested in her 
legs.” 
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The blonde gave him a frozen look. 

“The left one, the one with the 
run,” Kelly said. “How’d that hap- 
pen?” 

She stretched out her left foot, 
turned the shapely calf, looked. 

“Why, when I fell, of course,” she 
said matter-of-factly. 

Mechanically, she moistened a fin- 
gertip to touch the snapped threads. 

“No, it was like that when you 
came out of Larry Sherman’s apart- 
ment,” Kelly said. 

Panic brimmed in her eyes. 

“Are you sure?” she faltered. 
“Come to think of it, I did—I thought 
—but I was so upset! O-o-oh!” 

She was already running—hob- 
bling, rather—toward the front hall. 

“Stop!” Kelly said. “Where do you 
think you’re going?” 

Lame ankle or no lame ankle, she 
dived down the hall toward the front 
door. 

“Excuse me, while we go out and 
come in again,” Kelly told Afna. 

She had barely reached the porch 
when Kelly got a hand on her shoul- 
der. In the darkness, she 
around; sobbing, flailing wildly. 

Kelly begged, “Now, listen, ple—” 

It was a clean shot to the jaw. It 
felt like a. mule’s kick. It bomb- 
shelled Kelly’s brain into blackout ob- 
livion. 

He careened back crazily, skewer- 
ing and slueing through the hall, 
knocking over the telephone stand’s 
chair—out blooey, out cold... . 

He awoke to hear Afna chirruping 
happily: 

“The luck! The incredible luck!” 

Kelly sat stupidly feeling of his 
jaw. He moved the jaw from side to 
side. 

“What?” he mumbled. “What in- 
credible luck?” 

“Why, you slipped—on the rug— 
and this was under the rug all the 
time!” the bald man said. He waved 
a torn edged rectangle of paper. “The 
note you wanted!” 

“That was no slip,” Kelly growled. 


spun 
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“Oh, I’m sure it was. It’s a waxed 
floor. We've had accidents before.” 


kes took his hand away from 
his jaw. The hand was red. 
Blood seeped from the bruised pulp 
of a puffed lip. 

“I got socked.” 

“You mean Helene—” 

“No, I don’t mean Helene. Ten of 
her couldn’t hit me that hard.” Kelly 
fumbled for a handkerchief, and then 
wiped red from his mouth into it. “A 
guy, and I bet he had a sap.” 

“A guy?” said Afna, shocked. “You 
are sure?” 

“Well, I didn’t exactly see. It was 
dark.” Kelly pounded his left fist on 
the floor. “Hey, that proves it! Dark! 
He had turned the porch light off, 
whoever he was!” 

“But the sap?” 

“Slang,” Kelly said. “From when 
the yard bulls used to ride herd on 
*boes with sapling clubs—saps, for 
short. Oh, the devil with it!” He 
climbed to his feet. “Let’s see Mary 
Cosgrave’s note, anyhow.” 

The note was brief. It said: 


Sorry I missed ‘you but will try the 
office tomorrow. Larry has been after me 
again. He offered me $1,000 but I won’t 
commit perjury. Will tell you all tomorrow. 

Yours, 
Mary Cosgrave. 


“Do you know what it means?” 
Kelly asked. 

The bald lawyer opined that it was 
simple. 

“Mrs. Cosgrave dropped out of 
sight after Ada Sherman’s death,” he 
said. “Obviously, Larry traced her. 
He wanted her to swear that Ida was 
of unsound and infirm mind. She re- 
fused to be bribed, that is all.” 

“Yeah,” said Kelly. 

He was reflecting that probably all 
he had to do was turn this note over 
to the Homicide Squad. It, plus some 
fine and fancy talk, would square him 
with John Law. But the hurtful ache 
of his jaw argued otherwise. He didn’t 
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like being pushed around. It made 
him resentful, and provided a per- 
sonal interest in the case. 

Besides—well, it might not be so 
simple, at that. Larry Sherman was 
dead, he reflected dourly. Maybe the 
guy really had something, enough to 
threaten that will. A hundred thou- 
sand bucks looked to Kelly like a nice 
juicy motive for murder. 

He stroked his jaw tenderly. 

“What was the name of that or- 
ganizer? Fred Mitchell? It might 
be an idea to loek him up, huh?” 

“Are you asking me?” Afna asked. 
He wagged his bald head. “Blast it, 
Kelly, finding this note changes mat- 
ters. It clears me, absolutely. There’s 
no reason now why I should be your 
cHent. I’m not interested in your 
plans. In fact, ’d just as soon you 
didn’t tell me what your plans are.” 

Having disclaimed responsibility, 
he smiled. 

“Mitchell has an office in the Guar- 
dian Building,” he blandly informed. 
“At night, naturally, the office won’t 
be open. You might try the Vista- 
view Hotel. I believe he lives there. 
But don’t send me a bill for your serv- 
ices, because I won’t pay it.” 


CHAPTER V 
A HUNDRED, PER GENERAL 


TEVE KELLY drove 
Kay to the Guardian 
Mc} Building first. Like 
most metropolitan 
mA office buildings, this 
Lgagl One was open nights. 
W But there was a 
Hi guard in the lobby, 
“eat and you were sup- 
“swi#! posed to sign the 
ledger. 

He SGional with a flourish, “Steve 
Kelly.” The lobby bulletin board 
said: 


AMERICAN EMERGENCY 
ROLL CALL—803 


The suite was darkened, locked. 


But like most doors subjected to the 
California style climate, the one to 
this Suite 303 didn’t fit too snugly. 

Kelly’s professional equipment in- 
cluded a_ six-inch flexible celluloid 
rule. He had forced more than one 
lock with this tool, and this door was 
as easy as any he had ever tackled. 

The office consisted of a narrow 
anteroom, walled off from a recep- 
tionist’s desk, and then an inner office. 
He took the receptionist’s desk first. 
Some stenographers were a lot more 
careless about tell-tale details than 
their employers. At five o’clock, they 
just pulled the hoods over their ma- 
chines and departed. This girl had 
left an upper desk drawer stacked 
with envelopes she had been address- 
ing at quitting time. 

Kelly thumbed the stack, noting 
the preponderance of Grade A, Bev- 
erly Hills street numbers. He peered 
curiously at one of the folded enclo- 
sures. 

This was a proof sheet, reprinting 
an editorial excerpted from a New 
York daily. It was a fighting, ring- 
ing, anti-Nazi editorial. A boxed 
square at the foot of the page ex- 
plained: 


Won’t you help the American Emergency 
Roll Call distribute one million copies of this 
and similar Patriotic Messages to the work- 
ers of Los Angeles? If you believe in Edu- 
cation for Americanism, now is the time to 
Show Your Colors! Help wage War on For- 
eign Isms! Shoulder Arms against Disloyal 
Propaganda! Clip and return this coupon 
with your contribution at once! 

(Check Which) 
Enclosed is $1.00. Sign me up as a 
first-class private in the Roll Call. 
Enclosed is $5.00. I want to be a cap- 
tain in the fight! 
Enclosed is $100.00. I’ll be a general! 


That was not the pay-off. The pay- 
off came when Kelly delved into the 
mail basket. Apparently Fred Mitchell 
hadn’t been in the office that after- 
noon, and this was a piece of mail the 
girl was saving for his attention in 
the morning. 
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It was a job printer’s bill for one 
month’s work, totaling $55.05. 

“One million copies, huh?” Kelly 
said, 

He felt happy. His suspicions were 
being verified. A grin smarted on his 
bruised lips as he pushed the printer’s 
bill into the same pocket with Mary 
Cosgrave’s note.... 

The Vistaview was residential, de 
luxely so. It catered to the cream, or 
tried to. 

“Only,” Kelly reflected, “cream 
isn’t the only thing that comes to the 
top. Scum does, too.” 

He mumbled his name into the 
lobby phone. 

“I’m a reporter from the Times. 
I’m supposed to get a story from you 
about the Roll Call.” 

Fred Mitchell was cordial. 
right up.” 


“Come 


ITCHELL had a suite that looked 
like a movie set. It also looked 
kind of like a Turkish boudoir, with 
its abundant cushions and its nude 
statuary. Mitchell himself was two 
hundred pounds of hypnotic sales- 
manship, equipped with box-car 
shoulders, beaming baby-biue eyes, 
and an ebullient, sweat-box manner. 
He grabbed Kelly’s hand and said: 
“You'll want to get the idea behind 
the American Emergency Rollcall. 
It’s old-fashioned patriotism, that’s 
the idea! We're against the Nazis 
and the Japs and their fifth column 
treachery! We're against disloyalty 
and sabotage and every other un- 
American activity!” 

“That’s swell,” Kelly said. “What 
are you doing about it?” 

“Our work is educational and in- 
spirational,” Mitchell said. “We’re 
educating and inspiring the common 
man to think and work and sacrifice 
for his country. We're fighting fire 
with fire—lighting a backfire of 
American truth to combat the flames 
of evil foreign propaganda.” 

“Yeah, How?” 

Mitchell said the plan was to broad- 


cast the living thoughts of today. 

“We take the living, vital editorials 
from newspapers all over the coun- 
try,” he explained. “The things the 
average man would never see at all. 
Our plan is to reproduce those patri- 
otic messages by the millions and dis- 
tribute them in the homes and shops 
and factories of California.” 

“That’s a swell idea,” Kelly agreed. 

“How many million copies have you 
printed and distributed so far?” 

“We're just getting started, setting 
up an organization.” Mitchell ges- 
tured. “The thing has tremendous 
scope. Nobody yet realizes the full 
possibilities—” 

Kelly grinned. 

“Isn’t it a fact that you haven’t got 
around to distributing any of those 
copies yet?” he asked. 

“We’ve started in a small way,” the 
big man hedged. 

“Isn’t it another fact,” Kelly asked, 
“that your organization consists of 
yourself and one office girl?” 

“I said we were just getting 
started.” Mitchell wasn’t so breezy 
now, not quite so confident. 

“Hasn’t it been almost five months 
since Ada Sherman left you a hun- 
dred grand?” Kelly asked. 

“T—we haven’t got the money yet.” 

“Well, you’ve got other money. 
You've been sitting in your office, 
mailing out literature to a selected 
sucker list, and enlisting privates and 
captains and generals at from a dol- 
lar to a hundred dollars the throw. 
And Jast month your printer’s bill 
came to fifty-five dollars and five 
cents, just about the price of the 
sucker literature.” Kelly laughed bit- 
terly. “That’s what tipped me off to 
the racket, big hoy.” 

Mitchell bristled, narrowed his 
eyes. 

“You question my sincerity?” He 
was highly insulted. “My Ameri- 
canism?” 

“Tg that what you call it?”’ Kelly 
asked. “This gag of waving the flag 
with one hand, while you hold out a 
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tin cup in the other for the gullible 
public to drop its money in?” 

Kelly wasn’t laughing now. 

“You cheap snide racketeer, cash- 
ing in on decent people’s patriotism! 
Hijacking the dollars they’d other- 
wise give to the U. S. O. or invest in 
War Savings Bonds! You’re so crawl- 
ing low’—Kelly was sneering —“that 
you’d need a stepladder to climb on 
a bug’s back!” 


ITCHELL took the lacing in 
graceless, sulking silence. 

“Apparently Larry Sherman was 
getting wise to your racket,” Kelly 
said. “Is that why you killed him 
tonight?” 

This seemed to press the button. 
Mitchell reacted as if to the touch of 
a high voltage wire. He blazed up. 

“You say—I—killed . . . Why, 
by. ” 


“Surprised?” Kelly gibed. 

The big man threw his punch. 
Kelly side-stepped, the blow grazing 
his haircut as he retreated. Kelly 
waited on his toes, sparring with 
menacing right fisted gestures. 
Mitchell came in a headlong snarling 
rush. A straight left suddenly shot 
out of the sparring stance, and it 
wasn’t a jab. It was Kelly’s south- 
paw, Sunday wallop. 

Fred Mitchell catapulted back- 
ward, upsetting a coffee table and 
two chunks of statuary before he 
landed on the pillow-nested divan. He 
was not the first guy who had made 
the mistake of concentrating on 
Kelly’s right. 

Kelly bent over him. “Now, you—” 
But Mitchell was out. And Kelly 


nearly choked. A book had tumbled _ 


out of concealment behind the pillows. 
The “American Doctor’s Odyssey.” 

Kelly pawed it open, to the missing 
front fly-page. He snatched the note 
from his pocket, tried to fit the torn 
edges. He stared savagely at the re- 
sult—or lack of result. Because there 
wasn’t any fit at all. 

For a big book, this one was 


queerly light. Kelly broke it open, 
found that most of the middle had 
been hollowed with a razor blade. A 
green stamp pasted inside the back 
cover said: 


Hollypark Lend Library 
Hollypark Hotel, Hollywood 


The back fly-page was penciled 
with two columns of dates, the latest 
being yesterday. 

“She-phony !” 
fully. 

He barged through the suite, the 
over-decorated bedroom, the pretty- 
pink bathroom. He even investigated 
a clothes closet that held nothing 
more than Mitchell’s de luxe ward- 
robe. 

He emerged, growling. “Where’s 
the dame gone to?” 

The imitation patriot on the divan 
was nursing his chin. 

“I wish I knew!” 

The fight had been taken out of 
him. His manner indicated a heart- 
sick, belly-aching melancholy. 

“You weren’t kidding—about Larry 
Sherman?” he asked dolorously. 

Kelly put the book under his arm 
and stalked out, slamming the door 
behind him. 

He drove like a house afire to the 
Hollypark. In the lend library off its 
lobby, a kittenish female identified 
the volume. 

“It was taken out by—let’s see. By 
Mrs. Cosgrave.” ; 

“V’ll return it to her,” offered Steve 
Kelly. “Maybe she hasn’t finished 
reading it.” 

The desk clerk told him she was in 
Room 611. 

“You’re just in time,” he said. 
“She’s checking out.” 

Kelly waited in front of the eleva- 
tor. When Mary Cosgrave stepped 
out, he took her arm. 

“Going my way?” Kelly asked. 

She looked like a woman who had 
just reached into the medicine cabinet 
and taken poison by mistake. 

“Okay, boy,” Kelly said to the bell- 


said Kelly wrath- 
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hop. “You can put her bags in my 
car out front. Huh, Mary?” 

She nodded mutely. She couldn’t 
do anything else, 

In the coupé, Kelly said, “I’ll take 
this.” 

He unsnapped the bulging hand- 
bag. He clucked over the efficiently 
unpretty .25 automatic. 

“This ig what you had in your 
book?” 

No answer. 

Kelly pried into the inner purse. 
She had close to five hundred dollars 
there, and not in the form of travel- 
ers’ checks.” 

“Mitchell’s ante?” he surmised. 

She didn’t say a word. This time, 
she didn’t even betray anxiety about 
Kelly’s driving. She had too much 
else on her mind, undoubtedly. 


CHAPTER VI 
THE WRONG WILL 


}T’S about time,” as- 
serted Detective-lieu- 
tenant Smithers. 

He was a Homicide 
officer, and the city 
had not hired him to 
“een help old ladies across 

(the street, and he 
S21 could be tough on oc- 

=) casion. He was feel- 
ing pretty good right 


now, though. 

“You could get your fingers 
knocked off, Kelly, sticking them into 
a murder,” he said. “But after all, 
you brung in a witness. It can ride, 
seeing we got the case cold.” 

“How cold?” Kelly asked. 

“On ice,” Smithers said. 

He led the way through Larry 
Sherman’s apartment. 

“Tt started here in the kitchenette, 
see? Glasses knocked over, chair up- 
set, liquor spilled. They must’ve been 
mixing a drink when the argument 
started. They wrestled around in 
here, until finally they wound up in 
the other room. She socked him with 


the book-end, and then used the knife, 
which she must have grabbed while 
she was in the kitchen.” 

“You mean Helene Hathaway,” 
said Kelly. 

“Why, sure. You overlooked some- 
thing, guy.” Smithers stopped in the 
hallway connecting the kitchenette- 
dinette with the front of the apart- 
ment. He aimed his finger at the little 
door under the phone niche. “She 
run into this and snagged her stock- 
ing. See?” 

Kelly examined the door’s edge. 
There was a small sliver, and a silk- 
ish wisp of thread. 

“Later on,” Smithers said, “she 
came back. I guess she noticed the 
run in her sock, saw the thread was 
torn, and figured she might maybe 
get rid of that evidence before the 
cops showed. She was out in the 
courtyard, trying to peek in the win- 
dow, when we grabbed her.” 

They returned to the front of the 
apartment. <A bluecoat stood watch 
over Helene Hathaway who was look- 
ing small and scared in an armchair. 
The same officer had his eye on Mary 
Cosgrave. A fat civilian in the hall- 
way watched all of them. 

“Miss Hathaway has explained 
about her stocking, Lieutenant,” the 
man in the hall interjected. 

“Who’s the fatty?” Kelly asked. 

“Sherman’s lawyer. He knows her 
explanation don’t amount to a hoot. 
She says when she found this body, 
she used the telephone to call up a 
guy named Afna.” 

“You're checking it?” 

“Yeah, Bringing the guy in. Here 
he comes now.” 

Afna entered, escorted by a plain- 
clothes man. This made the room so 
erowded it hardly left room for the 
corpse. 

Smithers asked him, how about it? 

“Yes, Miss Hathaway called me,” 
Afna said. “Wanted to know if it’d 
be all right for her to see me tonight.” 

“Well, naturally,” Smithers said. 
“After she killed Sherman, she had 
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to hunt herself some kind of an alibi.” 
He wagged his head. “She couldn’t 
rush out to Laurel Canyon, unless she 
knew for sure the guy was at home.” 

“You’d just got home?” Kelly 
asked the bald lawyer. 

“I'd been out a few minutes, driv- 
ing my wife to a movie,” Afna said. 
“When I have work, important cases 
to prepare, she leaves me to a quiet 
house. Not that it was so quiet to- 
night!” 

“Isn’t it a fact that Mary Cosgrave 
was your important case?” Kelly 
asked. “She’d phoned she was com- 
ing to have a show-down with you, 
and so you invented an excuse to get 
rid of your wife for the evening?” 

The bald man stared. “Show-down? 
But you saw her note. You know 
that’s not true.” 


ELLY pulled the note from his 
pocket. 

“You wrote this?” he asked Mary 
Cosgrave. 

She hesitated. 

Kelly said, “Now, before you lie 
yourseif any deeper into this!” He 
flipped open the front cover of the 
“Odyssey.” “I know what your mes- 
sage was. Writing it on the porch, 
using the book for a rest, your pencil 
pressed down hard enough to make 
an impression on the page under the 
one you tore out.” 

Somebody kicked the bridge lamp 
cord, plunged the room into darkness. 
There was a flash, a roar, the smell of 
drifting cordite. Hands clawed at 
Kelly, tried to tear the volume out 
of his hands. 

A switch clicked. The fatty in the 
hall had reached in, thumbed on the 
chandelier overhead. Everybody saw 
Afna frantically trying to tear the 
book away from Kelly. 

“Him?” yelled Smithers. 

“Ice cold,” Kelly said, and pushed 
Afna into a chair. 

“But he hasn’t got a gun, has he?” 

“Fhat was me,” the plainclothes 
escort said. “I dragged out my rod 


when the lights faded. He musta jig- 
gled my hand. Lucky I only shot a 
hole in the ceiling, huh?” 

Kelly stared at Mary Cosgrave. 

“You see how it is? The guy’s fool 
move is a dead giveaway. Are you 
figuring on going down with his 
ship?” 

She was not. 

“T'tt tell you all I know,” she said. 
“Y’s true Ada Sherman made a new 
will before she died. She was going 
to give Larry the money in a trust 
fund annuity instead of outright. 
Afna drew up the papers. Well, her 
eyesight wasn’t so good, and she 
couldn’t read without one of those big 
reading glasses. After she had read 
the new will, he managed to knock 
the glass on the floor and step on it. 
I didn’t realize it at the time, but later 
on I knew he must have switched the 
papers. She signed the wrong will, 
was what happened.” 

Afna cursed. 

Grinning at him, Kelly said: “A 
pretty thing. You knew Mitchell was 
a phoney, of course. What was the 
deal, that he’d kick back half of the 
hundred grand to you?” 

“Go to the devil!” the bald man 
snarled. 

Smithers had picked up the book, 
was holding it this way and that to 
the light. 

“T can’t make out nothing here!” 

“Neither could I,” Kelly said cheer- 
fully, “but it was a swell idea, and 
anyway I can tell you how Nurse Cos- 
grave came back into the picture. She 
had left town after Ada Sherman’s 
death, but Larry’s lawyer traced her. 
Instead of admitting what she knew, 
she decided to try and horn in for a 
cut of the hundred grand. But she 
was afraid to hijack Afna, even with 
a gun hidden inside a book where she 
could get at it fast. 

“She thought, though, he wouldn’t 
dare make any trouble if she brought 
an armed bodyguard along. She went 
to the Union Station, played the 
seared spinster, and dragged me in 
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for an accomplice—planning to park 
me out on the porch while she propo- 
sitioned the guy. 

“Well, Afna wasn’t home. He had 
given her the run-around, so she 
scratched out an angry note threat- 
ening to spill the works to Larry. 
That probably gave her the idea of 
going to Larry and finding out what 
price he would pay. But she found 
Larry dead. She had to work fast, 
because his death eliminated the only 
party who would be interested in bid- 
ding against Afna for her informa- 
tion. 

“She went to the Vistaview, talked 
to Fred Mitchell, and raised five hun- 
dred dollars on her promise to drop 
out of sight. The fact that Mitchell 
gave her the five hundred proves that 
he didn’t yet know about the murder. 
Finally, she was cagey enough to keep 
a gun in her hand during the inter- 
view, which explains how she forgot 
and left the book there.” 


LL of them were staring at him, 
as he finally paused. 

“There’s just one thing,” Helene 
Hathaway sighed. “This fight here, 
before Larry was killed. His heart, 
I mean.” 

“There’s nothing wrong with 
Afna’s heart except the black murder 
in it,” Kelly said. “He pulled that bum 
heart gag so nobody would suspect 
he’d killed Larry Sherman in a hand- 
to-hand fight.” 

“There didn’t have to be any fight,” 
said Smithers. “He could have busted 
things up after he killed Sherman.” 

Kelly peered at Mary Cosgrave. 
“Did you talk to Larry tonight on 
the filling station phone, where you 
got his address?” 

“TI didn’t have to. I got a busy sig- 
nal, so I knew he was here.” 

Kelly swung to Smithers. “That's 
the one angle that had me dizzy. How 
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could Afna have killed Larry Sher- 
man after that phone call, and still 
got home by the time Helene called 
him from here? He didn’t have to, 
see? Because the busy signal she 
heard was Helene’s call. 

“There you’ve got it. The guy 
killed Larry right after he had taken 
his wife out to the movies. It wasn’t 
just because of Cosgrave, either. It 
was because of Miss Hathaway, and 
Larry’s lawyer, and Larry investigat- 
ing the Roll Call racket. It meant 
disbarment and a penitentiary sen- 
tence for him if they put enough heat 
on Mitchell to make Mitchell talk. He 
thought he could strike one blow— 
eliminate Larry, and after that the 
will wouldn’t be contested at all.” 

Helene Hathaway was puzzled. 

“Wait. Who was the man on the 
porch ?” 

“You didn’t see?” 

“It was dark, and I ran for my life. 
I thought maybe I could get that bit 
of stocking thread before the police 
came. I didn’t want to be convicted 
of murder!” 

“It was Afna, himself,” Kelly said. 
“He jumped up behind us, and then 
grabbed a weapon—the wine decan- 
ter, most likely. There would be a 
switch by the French window to con- 
trol the porch light. He simply 
stepped out through that window, and 
took advantage of the darkness to 
knock me out. He needed time to 
forge a phoney note, was why.” 

Detective - lieutenant Smithers 
grated his teeth. 

“Will you quit spieling?” he grum- 
bled. “So I can ask some questions, 
like I’m paid to do?” 

“Reminds me,” Kelly said. He 
swiveled to the Cosgrave woman, 
hand out and palm up. “A fin, lady! 
You still owe me five dollars for this 
night’s work. Boy, am I getting rich 
hand over fist? Yeah—oh, yeah!” 


Next Issue: DEATH TAKES NO HOLIDAY, A Gripping Complete 
Novelet by W. T. BALLARD, and Many Other Thrillers! : 


BONER 


By FREDRIC BROWN 


A loyal American has the last 
laugh on a threatening Nazi! 
S Canal Street, where the call had 

come from, was a pleasant little 
cottage in a quiet neighborhood. Carl 
Heofener, the guy who had called us, 
turned out to be just as I had pic- 
tured him when he had told me his 
story over the phone. 

About fifty-five; slow-moving and 
slow-talking, but still husky; hair thin 
on top and gray at the temples; quiet, 
unexcitable gray eyes. A typical Ger- 
man, but not the kind that goes for 
Bunds. 

“Yes,” I told him, “I’m from the 
F.B.I. So is the gentleman with me. 
He’s Tom Murdock. You said this 
German agent approached you to let 
him into the factory while you’re on 
duty as watchman? And with the 
relatives-in-Germany threat to hold 
over you if you refused?” 

Heofener nodded. “Like I told you, 
I stalled him. He'll be here any min- 
ute. You can listen in, so you get 
evidence, and then arrest him.” 

“Tom,” I said, “you keep watch at 
the window. Mr. Heofener, you were 
born in Germany, I understand, but 
you’re a citizen, And you’re watch- 
man at the Nordyke plant?” 

“Yes. I worked there twenty years. 
I’ve been a citizen for a lot longer 
than that. My boss, he knows I’m a 
good American, so even after they 
changed over to parts for the new 
type anti-tank guns, he kept me on.” 

“And you have relatives living in 
Germany ?” 

“One. A cousin. He—” 

“Don’t worry, Heofener,” I said. 
‘Tf this agent comes here, we'll see 
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he doesn’t get word to anybody. That 
you gave him away I mean, We'll 
keep the lid on him tight. Did he 
say when he wants you to let him in 
the Nordyke plant?” 

“T think tonight. I'll ask him. Let 
us talk long enough so you can get 
evidence from what he says.” 

“There’s a guy walking by on the 
other side of the street, looking at the 
house,” Tom Murdock’s voice cut it. 
“Yeah, he’s crossing over this way. 
He can’t see me through this cur- 
tain.” 

“In here,’ said Heofener quickly, 
yanking open the door of a coat closet. 

“You take it, Tom,” I said, “I'll 
take behind the davenport. We'll have 
him bracketed if he—” 

The doorbell rang once, shrilly, and 
I got my head down out of sight. 
Heofener’s footsteps going to the 
door, and the footsteps of two men 
returning. Z 

“Herr Heofener, you have decided 
to agree?” It was more of a state- 
ment than a question. 

Heofener played his part well. Pre- 
tending to hesitate because he was 
afraid of consequences if caught, he 
got the agent to admit that he was 
working alone and would, himself, b- 
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the one Heofener was to adinit to the 
plant. 

“Of course I work alone, Herr 
Heofener. Except sometimes with the 
assistance of others like yourselves. 
- .. My name? You may call me 
Schmidt.” 

“And if I refuse, Herr Schmidt?” 
Heofener asked. 

“Bah! I told you that. If you go 
to the police, your cousin back in 
der Vaterland will die. Very un- 
pleasantly, Herr Heofener. They will 
not shoot him. He will die of natural 
causes in a concentration camp. You 
appreciate the difference.” 

“Yes. But—” 

“Another thing, mein freund. My 
message has already gone through. 
People skilled in that sort of thing 
will trace down your relative. He will 
not be arrested if I so order. He will 
be arrested if I do not report other- 
wise, You understand?” 

Behind the davenport, I cursed si- 
lently to myself. Schmidt would 
have thought of that. Probably he 
was telling the truth. There was no 
reason why he should not have done 
what he said. And it meant that— 

“You see what will happen if you 
attempt to trap me,” he said. “I rely 
on you, Herr Heofener.” 

He turned to go. It was a tough 
break for Heofener, but we had to 
take the agent. Schmidt was a man 
we were after, and wanted badly. 


Thad him placed now, and he’d been 
telling the truth about his working 
alone. That was why we hadn’t been 
able to catch up with him before. 

I stood up. Schmidt had turned 
in the doorway and had one arm 
raised in the Nazi salute. His face 
went white when he saw me and the 
gun in my hand, and his other arm 
went up to join the one already 
raised. 

Tom Murdock came out of the 
closet. He went behind Schmidt and 
relieved him of the Luger he hadn’t 
dared reach for. And Murdock put 
the cuffs on the German agent. 

I turned to Heofener. He was 
laughing, quietly. 

“Let me tell it now,” he said, “I 
want to watch his face.” 

I stared at him blankly. “Tell 
what?” 

He grinned like a cat full of 
canary. 

“What's going to happen when 
they get Schmidt’s message and try 
to follow through. When they find 
out I changed my name because— 
well, I wasn’t proud of it any more. 

“Himmler would have been trans- 
lated into English as Heavenman. 
That sounded silly so I translated it 
into Anglo-Saxon as Heofener. And 
I’d iike to be around when the Ges- 
tapo gets their agent’s order to 
liquidate my cousin Heinrich—their 
chief!” 


—— FFF FFP 


Iwo American Soldiers Run into a Baffling Death 
Mystery—and Face Desperate Perils in a 
Private War on Crime 


IN 


MURDER ON FURLOUGH 


An Exciting Complete Novelet 
By MARVIN RYERSON 


Coming in the Next Issue 


Gertie pounded LaTour until he was as limp as a rug 


HOMICIDE SQUAB 


By JOE ARCHIBALD 


There's plenty popping when Detective Willie Klump’s girl friend 
Gertie sails into a mystery case to flabbergast Satchelfoot Kelly ! 


HE cops found Mischa 
Miscu, male member of the 
famous bright-spot dance 
team of Volga and Miscu, twelve 
hours after a criminal character had 
inserted the business end of an ice- 
pick between two of his ribs, too close 
to his aorta. They knew he had been 


defunct that long because the cadaver 
connoisseur had told them so. 
Aloysius “Satchelfoot” Kelly, a lot 
of detectives from downtown, in bulk 
if nothing more, sat on a luxurious 
divan and studied the remains. Kelly 
had not a thing to go on thus far. 
One of his big hands dug down be- 
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tween the arm of the divan and the 
big cushion upon which he sat, for it 
was a habit of Satchelfoot’s to ex- 
plore all couches or divans upon 
which he chanced to rest. They gave 
up loose change in most instances. 
He guessed this. Miscu had enter- 
tained citizens with plenty of scratch 
to lose out of their pockets. 

Kelly’s fingers contacted something 
flat and round. He drew out the 
treasure and saw that it was a doll’s 
compact and on it there was a big V. 
made by little green stones. 

“Ah-hah!” Satchelfoot said. “This 
does not mean V for Victory. Volga! 
We're gettin’ somewheres now, boys. 
Go out and pick up this foreigner an’ 
bring her here. We will use persy- 
cology on her when she sits an’ looks 
at the stiff. Is that dead wagon 
here?” 

No sooner had Kelly spoken when 
the crew of the morgue pick-up truck 
entered and they carried a bassinet. 
Behind them was a citizen who looked 
like a fugitive from an old-fashioned 
husking bee and the sight of him 
hifted Satchelfoot off the divan much 
quicker than if the arrival had been 
a King cobra. 

“Where did you find that?” Kelly 
roared at a morgue flunky. “Willie, 
only you would thumb a ride in a dead 
wagon. You get out of here!” 

“I am not in the way,” William 
Klump said. “After all I am a de- 
tective, too. I was at the morgue 
studying up on rigor mortises when 
they got the phone call, so I just come 
along. Who did it, Satchelfoot?” 


ILLIE KLUMP had once been a 

detective downtown but the big 
town’s manhunting factory had not 
appreciated Willie’s unorthodox 
methods of apprehending those who 
broke the laws. Willie had gone out 
and had set himself up in a two-by- 
four office on which he had painted: 


THE HAWKEYE DETECTIVE 
AGENCY, UNINC 
WILLIAM Kump, President 


Willie had a face as naive as the 
farmer’s daughter of fiction. His 
blue serge suit looked as if he was 
always smuggling turnips in it and 
his shoes were definitely on the yel- 
low side like the skins of dried lem- 
ons. If Willie resembled a detective, 
then the witch in Snow White used to 
be a stand-in for Juliet. 

Miraculously enough, William 
Klump had solved a few cases that 
had baffled the best brains on Center 
Street. And it was rumored about in 
gossip columns that Ripley had scouts 
out watching the president of the 
Hawkeye. 

“You are just wastin’ your time,” 
Satchelfoot said. “This thing won’t 
fool me, Willie. You will see the 
guilty character as soon as we can 
git her here.” 

In less than half an hour, two of 
Kelly’s men ushered a delectable 
member of the distaff side into the 
apartment where Mischa was acting 
as a rug. Volga shrieked twice and 
covered her pan with her hands and it 
was a pan that should never be cov- 
ered from public view. She had eyes 
the color of blackberry brandy and 
a pair of lips like Colbert’s. Her hair 
streamed down from: under a little 
scarlet skypiece and it was as black 
as Pittsburgh at midnight. 

“Oh, eet ees tarrible,” Volga 
squeaked, and peeked at the corpse 
between her splayed fingers. “Poor 
Mischa! You fin’ out who does thees 
awful t’eeng ?” 

“T dunno,” Kelly said. “I got a 
compact here an’ it has a V on it, 
sister. An’ I bet it wa’n’t left here 
by Veronica Lake. Jus’ think who 
would have the initial V, kiddo.” 

“Why, eet ees belong to me, yes,” 
Volga said. “I lost eet las’ time I 
veesit Mischa. We are jus’ like 
brother an’ sister, yes. Often I come 
to have ze leetle dreenk with Mischa 
after a vary hard day. Eet ees 
nyatting to mak’ you theenk I keel 
him, no!” 

“She has got somethin’ there,” 
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Willie piped up. “I been readin’ about 
them two in the papers an’ Gertie 
keeps after mo to hire a dress suit 
so’s to take her to see them in person. 
You see how much dough I saved, 
Kelly? Here I meet them more than 
in person only Mischa is no shape 
to give me his autograft. Why should 
Volga knock off Mischa as it is like 
killin’ one half of the goose that helps 
to lay gold eggs.” 

“Yes,” Volga said. “I would not be 
such a blockhead like zat!” Volga 
tossed her head at Satchelfoot. “Thees 
man he look vary dumb,” she said to 
Satchelfoot, “but he has more brains 
as you.” 

“Don’t get smart,” Kelly snapped. 
“So he was a brother to you, huh? 
Maybe you didn’t like that, sister. 
So you found out he was makin’ a 
play for some other babe. Or you was 
makin’ goo-goo eyes at another patsy 
and didn’t want to pay out fifty grand 
in order to put the ball and chain on 
the twerp. I’m right one way or the 
other.” 

“When there is three-way thinkin’, 
Satchelfoot,” Willie sniffed, “then 
you might be right sometimes.” 


ATCHELFOOT looked as if 
apoplexy would be partial recov- 
ery from what ailed him. 

“T’ll take one more wise-crack from 
you, Banjo-eyes,” he howled. “Then 
T’ll toss you out into the alley. Sur- 
prised to know about your contract, 
hah?” he threw at Volga who had 
twitched as if something had taken a 
nip out of a shapely calf when Kelly 
had talked about the fifty grand. “I 
read some myself.” 

“Joe Miller’: book and the Phan- 
tom Fiend Comics,” Willie said. 
“What could you get out of —” 

“Managers are smart babies,” 
Kelly went on to Volga. “He figured 
either you or Mischa would fall for 
weddin’ bells and he protected him- 
self. It costs dough to run a Vermil- 
ion room, I figure on questionin’ 
people in the Vermilion room, too, 


as always when a dame has your 
looks and success, there is at least 
two other cookies around who would 
cut her throat. So if you got secrets, 

Volga, spill ’em now.” 

“At times,” Willie Klump said, 
“you amaze me, Satchelfoot. I should 
observe you more.” 

“Aw, you're just flatterin’ me, Wil- 
lie.” 

“You know averyt’ing, hah?” 
Volga said. “Sure, I say jus’ the other 
day maybe I have to cut Mischa’s 
throat to save me feefty t’ousand dol- 
lars. I am keedin’ is all. The con- 
tract is not for our manager but to 
protect ourselves, me an’ Mischa,” 

“Just you now,” Willie said. “Why 
don’t you have the remains removed, 
Kelly? It is very unpleasant holding 
a coffee clutch with a corpse.” 

“Yes,” Volga said, and dabbed at 
her pretty glims. “Why don’t you?” 

“So you threatened to kill Mischa?” 
Kelly yelped. “In front of witnesses, 
too. What chance you think you got 
now, sister?” 

“Oh look, Satchelfoot,” Willie 
snorted. “I can count twenty times 
when you threatened to murder me 
in public and you was kiddin’ too.” 

“So you think so?” the slewfoot 
snarled. “You are so naive, Willie. 
Well, Volga, there is no use of you 
trying to skip town as I have put a 
guard around the dump where you 
live and they tell me your flat is full 
of trunks filled with clothes and furs. 
I guess you wouldn’t scram and leave 
all that stuff. An’ run away from a 
four hundred a week job. So you can 
go on your way but don’t think you 
are not a suspect. I can pick you up 
easy.” 

Willie Klump almost fainted, 

“Satchelfoot, you mean she is to 
go at liberty like anybody?” Willie 
gulped. “Why you have the motive 
and she almost confessed. The tax- 
payers won't liké this.” 

“T know what I am doin’,” Kelly 
said. “Well, clear the joint, boys.” 

*T go,” Volga said. “You are war 
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beeg steef, Satchelfeets. Ha, eet ees 
fonny. Such feets should be on 
clowns. I like Meester Klomp an’ eef 
I have any detactive business some- 
‘times, I look you op.” 

“My card,” Willie said with a bow 
that cost him one suspender button. 


ILLIE went uptown to keep a 

luncheon date with Gertie Mud- 
gett. Satchelfoot Kelly, a wry grin 
on his map, hied to a tavern for a ham 
on rye aud a beer. 

Kelly sat alone and juggled his 
thoughts. Willie Klump, he rumi- 
nated, had made a sucker out of him 
too many times. This time he was 
going to watch Willie and he had let 
Volga loose simply because she was 
the apparent assassin of Mischa 
Miscu. He could always nab her if 
he had to. 

This time Aloysius Kelly was go- 
ing to play Willie’s game and make 
sure that the president of the Hawk- 
eye did not steal another march on 
him. Satchelfoot had never felt bet- 
ter satisfied with what brains he had. 

Willie found Gertie waiting in 
front of their favorite lunchroom on 
East Fiftieth, and Gertie was a little 
impatient until Willie told her about 
the murder of Mischa. 

“Aw, she wouldn’t rub him out,” 
Gertie scoffed as they ankled into the 
gastronomic bistro. “Look how they 
looked into each other’s eyes while 
they danced. They was beautiful, 
Willie. Let Kelly arrest her by mis- 
take, but you lay off.” 

Gertie reached out with thumb and 
forefinger and plucked something 
from Willie’s lapel, and it made Wil- 
lie feel very nervous and abashed. 

“T hate people pokin’ at me in pub- 
lic,” Willie said. 

“Why, when a girl does that to a 
feller,” Gertie said, a little huffed, 
“it means she kinda owns him one 
way or another. Pickin’ lint off his 
collar or—” 

“That’s what scares me,” Willie 
began. “I—er—mean—” 


“Oh, the ol’ run-around, hah?” Ger- 
tie flared up. “You tryin’ to tell me I 
ain’ good enough for you? Now look 
here, you—” 

“I just said—” 

“Oh, I ain’t stupid, Willie Klump. 
Here I just started in at secretary 
school to study shorthand and tripe- 
writin’ an’ all I get for tryin’ to make 
myself good enough for ... I wisht 
that was a blond hair I plucked off 
you. EI would smack you with the 
ketchup bottle. Awright, I—” 

The manager had to come and 
placate Gertie. The upshot of it was 
that Gertie pushed the manager in 
the face and Willie asked her to be: 
calm and it earned for Willie just 
what the manager got. So Willie left 
the restaurant and went to his office 
where he took a jelly doughnut from 
a file cabinet and then made some 
coffee to wash it down with. 

That night, Willie read the papers 
and they said that Volga was being 
questioned about the extermination 
of Mischa Miscu. 

There was a short biographical 
sketch of Mischa and it said that the 
Bulgarian dancer had scrammed out 
of Sofia three hours ahead of the 
Nazis as Mischa was on the side that 
tried to keep Hitler’s rodents out of 
his native land. 

A Gestapo agent nearly got Mischa 
before he hopped into the plane that 
took him to Athens. Mischa bribed a 
Nazi in Sofia and got himself a pass- 
port and that was why he happened 
to be in the United States instead of 
in a boneyard in Bulgaria. Detective 
Kelly admitted to the press that 
Volga was under suspicion. 

Klump’s thoughts were as elusive 
as many greased eels in a pool of 
glycerin, so every time he snagged 
one he had to write it down lest it 
never come back. They looked like 
this: 


No. 1—Volga would have had to pay 50,- 
000 smackeroos if she up and married some 
guy and left Mischa behind the eight ball. 
Mischa would get the 50 Gs. Or vice versa. 
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Volga is the type of dame who could marry 
any time she wanted. 

No. 2—If Kelly finds who carries the 
torch for Volga, he will maybe solve the 
case. Or maybe Volga was overboard for 
Mischa and Mischa had his eye on another 
frill. There is no fury like scorning a wo- 
man, Ask Gertie. A lot of angles te this 
case. I should leave it alone if I wasn’t so 
broke, 


Willie went home and got a little 
sleep and the next morning he was 
back again in his cubicle wondering 
what was in the mail. He tossed three 
circulars in the basket and then cen- 
tered his optics on a missive that 
exuded a sweetness that should have 
been against the law in time of war. 

No doubt, Willie mused, it was 
from a dame. But it had been type- 
written, He hastily ripped it open. It 
said: 


Dear Mister Klomp: Maybe you are vary 
surprised to hear from me so soon. But I 
have found sometheeng in Mischa’s dressing 
room at hotel you should look over. Also to 
tell you some theengs I would not tell that 
fresh detective, Kelly. I will meet you in 
office of my manager at eleven o’clock this 
morning. His name is Raymond LaTour and 
he is in room 657, Longacre Square Build- 
ing. Please do come, Mr. Klomp, 


Willie mopped his brow. The doll 
had no idea that she was getting 
Willie onto a spot, for it was not ethi- 
cal to withhold evidence from a man 
like Satchelfoot Kelly. Willie realized 
what it would mean if Kelly got wise 
to such skullduggery. Willie could 
already smell the jute factory in a 
hoosegow. 

“Well, maybe it is nothin’,” Willie 
assured himself, “If I don’t try, I'll 
never get nowheres. I wish I had my 
suit pressed though.” 

At eleven o’clock Willie was ush- 
ered into the office of the theatrical 
agent and he found it a quite lux- 
urious place with stream-lining and 
all. Volga lolled in a big easy chair 
with plenty of stream-lining herself 
and she did not seem to mind show- 
ing everybody that she still had quite 
a supply of silk hosiery despite the 


trouble with the Japanazis, 

Raymond LaTour gave Willie a 
little start. The swart character was 
built like a gorilla and Willie won- 
dered who had ever handed him the 
name of Raymond. Whoever had, 
Willie was sure, would have labeled 
an Army tank, Cecilia. Volga leaned 
sideward in her chair and reached up 
and removed a piece of foreign mat- 
ter from LaTour’s spiffy double- 
breasted coat. 

“Ah, I am here,” Willie said. 

“Oh, yes. So glad you got my let- 
ter, Mr. Klomp,” Volga said. “I have 
sometheeng I find in Mischa’s dress- 
ing table. A threatening letter. But 
you read it, yes?” 

The gorgeous one took a crumpled 
letter from her handbag and handed 
it to Willie. Willie eased himself to a 
chair and spread the thing open. The 
paper was smeared with dirt. The 
citizen who had typed it must have 
done so with his mittens on, Willie 
thought. 


jo the president of the Hawk- 
eye Detective Agency read: 


My Dear Mischa: So you see I am here, 
no? I guess you think I get drowned on 
the boat, ha? You remember how it was 
‘you get to America, Mischa. It was nasty 
trick and now I ask you to pay, my fine 
friend. I come to New York in few days 
and I come see you. You get famous so it 
is easy to find you. I want twenty-five thou- 
sand the first time. It is I get it or you 
will die. You take your pick, Mischa. 

You know. 


“Ah—er—” Willie said. “He took 
the pick. The ice pick. Instead of 
blackmail, huh? When did he git this 
letter?” 

“Maybe two weeks ago,” Volga 
said. “Mischa tells me everytheeng. 
Or did. He is in fear of his vary life, 
my fran’. So he tall me the secret, 
It was his brother Serge who have 
all the money an’ who could buy the 
passport. But Mischa is desperate an’ 
he steals the money so he can come to 
thees contry instead. All the time he 
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theenks the Gestapo killed Serge.” 

“He was a rat,” Willie sniffed. 

“Maybe you t’ink so. But Mischa 
he is vary sorry all the time he did 
it. But he say Serge ees the kind of 
faller who never forgat an’ will keel 
him quick if he fin’ Mischa an’ ask 
how mooch is left of his monny after. 
So he ask Raymond an’ me to watch 
out for Serge as the firs’ place he 
weel maybe com’ is the Vermilion 
Room in the hotal. He say maybe if 
we talk to Serge an’ mak’ heem forgat 
murder—” 

“You should of told Kelly this,” 
Willie said severely. “I can get in 
trouble as—” 

“I hate heem,” Volga snapped. 
“Anyway I don’ find thees latter un- 
teel yesterday. So now I tall you even 
more. The man or woman who kill 
Mischa has the Miscu ruby ring.” 

“Yeah,” LaTour cut in. “And 
Mischa’s pay for the last two weeks. 
One thousand smackers in new hun- 
dred dollar bills. He left here with it. 
Nobedy—I mean the cops—found it 
on him when they found him knocked 
off. Didn’t that dumb flat-foot figure 
Mischa ought to have some hay on 
him?” 

“That is funny, huh?” Willie said. 
“Well, then you think Serge showed 
up, huh?” 

“Did he?” Volga said. “We ought 
to know. He blew in here jus’ t’ree 
days ago an’ he looked like a Russian 
Cossack loaded with vodka and bitten 
by wasps. He ts so murderous look- 
ing, I am vary scairt. We talk to 
heem like brother an’ seester, don’t 
we Raymond? 

“Serge is dressed vary bad an’ 
looks so out of place in the Vermilion 
Room so we have to gat heem a place 
to stay an’ a suit to wear. We tall 
Serge Mischa ees vary sad an’ wants 
to mak’ up for everyt’ing. We say 
you go home, you bad boy, an’ Mischa 
he weel com an’ mak’ everyt’eeng—er 
—what you call him Jake here in this 
contry.” 

“So he calmed down an’ went along 


quiet?” Willie asked, a little gaga 
with all the details. 

“Yes, but wiuan he ees alone I bat 
you he starts to brood again an’ gats 
Vinking of Mischa an’ averyt’eeng. 
You find Serge an’ search hees room 
an’ ask heem where was he all night 
the night his brother was stabbed, 
Meester Klomp. We have the address 
where we put heem up.” 

“I went there yesterday an’ this 
mornin’,” LaTour said. “He wasn’t 
nowheres around. I figured on get- 
ae a cop to break down the door 

u var 9 


ILLIE folded up the threatening 
letter and put it in his pocket. 

“I wish you had told Kelly this,” 
he groaned. “Boys, I can git in a 
sling holdin’ evidence from down- 
town. I] am a private diek and 
shouldn’t monkey with first degree 
murders.” 

“Aw, who cares who grabs a killer 
as long as he don’t get away?” La- 
Tour sniffed and inserted a cigarette 
into an ivory holder. “You’re smart, 
you'll get the credit, an’ me an’ Volga 
won’t own up we helped you at all. 
No mug can accuse my—Volga, of 
stabbing people with an ice pick, 
Klump.” 

“Why, eet ees the outrage,” Volga 
said with plenty of pyrotechnics. 
“That big log!” 

“Ha,” Willie said. “It looks like I 
am lucky again. Well, I will go and 
look in on Sergy and see if he is home 
and has no alibi and has what you 
say he swiped from Mischa. There is 
a chance that he has skipped town 
with the dough though. Then I might 
have to tell Kelly myself as I have no 
way of extraditing criminals in my 
office. Well, thanks. I will do my ut- 
most to bring the killer to justice and 
clear your fair name, Volga.” 

“Good luck, pal,” LaTour said and 
shook hands with Willie. “Get him 
the address Sugar.” 

“You forget,” Volga piped up, her 
eyes sizzling. “You are my manager, 
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no? You eall me Volga, no?” 

“Sorry,” LaTour said. “Just forgot 
myself, Madame.” 

William Klump hurried back to his 
office and he felt like an embezzler 
packing the contents of a bank vault. 
Any moment Willie expected a heavy 
hand to gather in the slack of the seat 
of his pants and hang on tight. Once 
in the privacy of his office, Willie 
locked the door and closed the tran- 
som tight. He plugged up the key- 
hole and drew down the shade of his 
one window. 

“Phew!” gasped Willie, and he took 
the two letters he had in his posses- 
sion and thrust them through a hole 
in the lining of his blue serge coat. 

“Satchelfoot would ruin me if he 
knew I had this stuff,” Willie gulped. 
“Financially and physically. I ought 
to see what Gert thinks about it. Be- 
fore I go and bust in on the murderer. 
Oh, if Kelly knew—” 

At that moment a man entered a 
cigar-store two blocks from Willie’s 
oftice and called up Kelly. 

“Hello, Kelly. That you, Kelly? 

Light. Yeah, that maroon is monkey- 
in’ around awright. Went up to see 
this LaTour, Volga’s manager. Volga 
trotted out just after Klump left. You 
think that cluck has got a lead we 
don’t know nothin’ about?” 

“Let him ride,” Satchelfoot told his 
henchman. “Let him work for us, 
Dooley. What beats me is how he 
does things without no brains. Now 
tail that guy good, Dooley. I got a 
guy who likes to make a couple of 
bucks in that place where Willie eats. 
He’s got ears like Dumbo. This time 
we don’t slip up, Dooley. I should of 
thought of somethin’ like this on my 
last job. Oke, Dooley.” 

Willie looked up a number in the 
phone book. The number of the Sadie 
Small School for Secretaries. He 
asked if Gertie Mudgett was there. 
Gertie was. 

“T hope you ain’t sore,” Willie said. 
“It was all a misunderstanding, 
Sugar, about the last time. Same 


place for dinner, huh? An’ le’s not 
fight as I got somethin’ terrible im- 
portant to talk over an’ anyway I’m | 
hungry.” 


WO hours later, Willie and Gertie 

loped into the blue plate bazaar 
and selected a favorite spot in the 
back of the eating place. 

Willie thought the pot roast would 
do him. Gertie ordered beef a la 
mode. When the food was deposited 
on the checkered cloth Gertie howled 
because there was no ice cream with 
the slice of moo cow. 

“A la mode is not the same as with 
pie,” Willie said. “Don’t start noth- 
in’ now, Sugar. Anyways you can 
have ice cream with your rice pud- 
din’. Look, Gert, I think I will break 
the Mischa Miscu murder case to- 
night.” 

“Huh?” Gertie asked. “Do you 
mind if your Josephine makes a 
phone call? Napoleon gets in from 
Moscow at eight. I—” 

“T am not kiddin’,” Willie said. 
“Mischa had a brother who he did 
dirt to back in Bulgaria and this 
Sergy has got to America and he 
traced Mischa down. There is no 
doubt that Sergy smeared Mischa and 
took his roll and family heirloom off 
his finger which was a ruby.” 

“Talk slower and say all that 
again,” Gertie said. “You don’t act 
tight, Willie. I can’t smell firewater 
on you.” 

Willie iterated. He added more to 
the first batch. 

“This Volga told me everythin’ as 
she was sore at Satchelfoot for him 
thinkin’ she nudged Mischa with the 
ice pick. She says this Sergy lives in 
the Hotel Remo on Sixth Avenue as 
they set him up for a week or two, 
her and her manager.” 

“It sounds too good to be true,” 
Gertie said. “It will make you fa- 
mous and rich clients will all come to 
hire you to find things. Willie, was 
you kicked by a horse who had a shoe 
on that had been stomping on four- 
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leaf clovers all day?” 

“It might be my personality. 
Satchelfoot is too rough and you can 
git more with honey than you can 
with horse-radish, Gertie. Volga said 
she wanted me to solve the case.” 

Gertie eyed Willie askance. 

“Look, you big zany,” she snapped. 
“You wasn’t with Volga alone, was 
you? Why, I bet that Jugo Slob makes 
passes at anything that is registered 
in the draft as a male. Willie, if I 
thought—” 

“Oh, don’t be silly,” Willie said. 
“What would she see in me?” 

“Huh? Oh, then I’m a dope, huh? 
I am a mental efficient because I got 
a crush on you, am I? I didn’t come 
here to take that from nobody. I—” 

Willie saw the manager coming. 

“I didn’t mean no such thing, Gert. 


. Boy, you are so touchy. Here is your 


coat, Sugar. Let’s take a walk and 
patch things up. Oh, don’t start in on 
us,” Willie flung at the manager. “We 
are goin’ anyway.” 

“Sure,” Gertie said. “All you serve 
here should not be put before the 
starvin’ people of Nazi-occupied 
Europe. They would lay down along- 
side of it and starve. Don’t you never 
bring me in this dump no more, Wil- 
lie.” 

“Tf he does, we will sue him,” the 
manager countered. “Now go along, 
the both of you.” 


WAITER in therestaurant 
watched the pair until they were 
a block away. Then he went into the 
the booth in back and called up Po- 
lice Headquarters downtown. 
“Kelly? This is Frank. You owe 
me twenty-five bucks an’ not five. I 
got the works. This Klump has a line 
on a guy who killed that foreigner 
named Miscu. It is a guy who is his 
brother and is named Sergy. He had 
a grudge against this Mischa, I guess. 
“Klump told the battle-axe with 
him that Volga give him the dope. 
This guy swiped some dough and a 
ruby ring and they should be in his 
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hotel room. The joint he hangs out in 
is the Hotel Remo. Right next to the 
flea circus. You know—” 

“Great stuff,” Satchelfoot yelled 
over the wires. “This’ll get you fifty 
bucks, kid. Boys, we will start for 
that joint in just five minutes. Will 
this burn up that guy!” 

Willie and Gertie strolled across 
town to Central Park and settled onto 
a bench. : 

“I want you to see the letters,” 
Willie said. “Just to show you I was 
not kiddin’, You happy once more, 
Gertie?” 

“Yeah, Willie. Didn’t we tell that 
stiff shirt off in the beanery, huh? 
We have fun even if we do fight.” 

Gertie Mudgett spread the letters 
out and eyed them closely. Willie 
wondered why she read them six 
times before she looked at him. 

“What goes?” Willie wanted to 
know. 

“Willie, it is a good thing IJ figured 
to better myself and learn to be a 
secetary. Firs’ thing they taught me 
was to see my tripewriter was okay 
and that the keys was cleaned. Wil- 
lie, look at this: There is only half 
a tail on all the y’s in this letter that 
Sergy was supposed to have wrote.” 

“Well, what of it?” Willie asked. 

“Not much, dope,” Gertie sniffed. 
“Only the Y’s in the letter Volga 
wrote to you only has half a tail too. 
Take a look, Willie.” 

Willie did. He grabbed the letters 
out of Gertie’s hand and clutched 
them to him. 

“Why, this means they was both 
wrote by the same typewriter, Gert. 
I—oh, why didn’t I git wise? I don’t 
know nothin’ about typewriters so—” 

“The doll wrote both them letters,” 
Gertie said. “Where would she use a 
typewriter ?” 

“Her manager had one in his of- 
fice,” Willie choked out. “Or maybe 
she has one in her flat. Let’s go and 
find it, Gertie. Oh, I remember now. 
I saw Volga pick something off La- 
Tour’s coat. You said that time—” 
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“First we will go and see this 
Sergy,” Gertie Mudgett snapped. “We 
got to find out if he was framed like I 
think. I don’t know how but I smell 
arat.- 


HERE was a great excitement in 

the Hotel Remo when Willie and 
Gertie arrived on the third floor of the 
fourth-class inn. A tall, gaunt char- 
acter who looked a lot like Eugene 
O’Neill to Willie was back up against 
a wall in a hall room and Satchelfoot 
Kelly and three cops were working on 
him. 

“Why, what does this mean?” Wil- 
lie yelped. 

“Ha-a-a-a!” Kelly roared. “I 
crossed you at last, Willie. I let you 
have the rope and hang yourself so 
you could lead me to the killer of 
Mischa. This is one time, Willie 
Klump that—” 

“There’s the money on the table, 
Willie,” Gertie said. “An’ the ruby 
ring.” 

“Sure,” Kelly said. “He says he 
don’t remember where he was while 
Mischa was murdered. He said he 
was kidnaped for two days and was 
blindfolded so did not know where 
he was put or how he got back. That 
is better than the story of the Three 
Bears, ha! There’s the stuff he 
grabbed from his brother and we 
found a hanky here covered with 
somethin’ that was not ketchup. Well, 
you think you have been very smart 
lately, don’t you, Willie?” 

“T am innocence,” Serg protested. 
“I do not remamber notheeng. I do 
not even see my brawther, Mischa. I 
don’ know how thees monny gat in 
thees room. Somewan weel please be- 
lieve me, no?” 

“No,” Kelly ripped out. 
him out to the boiler, guys.” 

“Well, Gert,” Willie said wearily. 
“No use hangin’ around. I’d like to 
know how Kelly—” 

“Ha-a-a-a-a!” Satchelfoot threw 
after the dejected pair as they 
plunked down the stairs, “Read the 
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headlines in the mornin’, Willie. You 
won’t find your name in them this 
time. It should teach you who is 
smarter.” 

Out in the street, Willie piled Ger- 
tie into a cab. Willie ordered the 
driver to go to the Longacre Build- 
ing. 

“That foreigner was framed, Wil- 
lie,” Gertie said. “I begin to see my- 
self. Oh if I was not so jumpy right 
now I would bust out laughin’. Any- 
way I cannot take chances of bustin’ 
my girdle seein’ no more will be 
made. Can’t you drive faster?” 

“Them red lights are not up for 
Christmas, Toots,” the cabby thrust 
out of one corner of his mouth. “Let 
me do the drivin’. It’s bad enough 
when I take my wife out. I can’t slap 
a stranger in the teeth, so shut up!” 

Gertie asked Willie if he was go- 
ing to let anybody talk to her like 
that. 

“He’d better,” the cab driver 
snapped. “I have had an ulcerated 
tooth all day. What chance you 
think he’s got?” 

“You are just a little unnerved, 
Gert,” Willie said. “Well, here we 
are and am I glad!{” : 

Willie and Gertie Mudgett hopped 
up the stairs to LaTour’s office and 
knocked. LaTour let them in. 

“You grab the guy yet, Klump?” 
LaTour said. “Oh, here is a lady to 
see me, too. She is just the type I 
want for a spot in a high type bur- 
lesque. Wait a moment while I talk 
salary with her, Klump.” 

“I am with the gentleman, Jerk!” 
Gertie yelped. “Anyway this ain’t no 
social call and let’s not beat around 


the hedge. Grab that typewriter, 
Willie!” 
“What?” LaTour howled. “My 


type. ... You leave your hands off of 
that, Klump! I don’t get—” 

“Oh, no?” Willie snapped. “The 
letters I got from Volga was wrote 
on the same typewriter, you crook, 
you! Maybe Mischa’s brother come 
an’ wrote blackmail notes on your 
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typewriter, did he? I bet.the Y on 
that thing has only half a tail. Try 
it, Gertie!” 

Latour’s epidermis became the 
color of the filling of a chocolate 
eclair as Gertie plumped down into 
the chair at the Remingwood and 
banged the key marked Y. LaTour 
sidled toward his desk, his hand 
reaching back. 

“We was right, Willie,” Gertie 
yelped. “Grab the mug, Willie!” 

LaTour got a Betsy out of a desk 
drawer and swung around to blitz 
Willie, but Gertie Mudgett plucked 
the big demijohn off the water cooler 
and threw it at LaTour. It bowled 
the character over just as he fired 
the cannon and the slug sang past 
Willie’s ear and hit a picture of Volga 
that was hung on the wall. LaTour 
got to his hands and knees with the 
artillery still in his hand and he was 
in that position when Gertie took a 
running jump at him and landed on 
the small of his back. 

Willie got a wire basket and shoved 
it over LaTour’s noggin and then he 
bent the basket so that it would fit 
LaTour like a fencing helmet. All the 
while Gertie pounded LaTour until 
he was as limp as a rug. 

“You better confess,” Willie said. 
“We got Voiga already and she said 
you did it.” 

“Wha-a-a-a?” LaTour croaked. 
“That doublecrossin’ Hungyok. Givin’ 
me the business, hah? It was she who 
stabbed Mischa. Oh, I was in on it. 
We slugged Sergy when he showed up 
and had a couple gorillas I know lug 
him off while we could frame him up. 
The cluck never got even a look at 
brother Mischa.” 

“Save the rest for downtown,” 
Willie said. “We want a good stenog 
to take it down.” 

“An’ to think Satchelfoot has ar- 
rested Sergy, Willie,” Gertie said, ad- 
justing her two-way stretch. “All the 
time he. . . . Well, take him away, 
Willie. I better git to a beauty par- 
lor, as I’m a mess,” 


There never had been more con- 
fusion in Center Street as far back 
as the oldest cop could remember. 
Here the newspaper men were get- 
ting the dope on Serge Miseu, mur- 
derer of Volga’s dancing partner, 
and Aloysius Kelly was strutting 
about telling how he figured it all 
out, when William Klump ushered a 
disheveled individual into the hoose- 
gow and grill room. 

“He has confessed,” Willie said. 
“He warts to tell the rest now. This 
is Raymond LaTour, manager of 
Volga, the swell dancin’ doll. He ad- 
mits Volga shivved Mischa. Tell your 
public, Raymond.” 

“Awright, I’ll tell everythin’,” La- 
Tour yipped as two cops held Kelly 
up. “She ain’t goin’ to give me the 
hot squat. It was her idea all along. 
She and me was going to get mar- 
ried an’ it meant she would have to 
pay Mischa fifty grand aceordin’ to 
their agreement. That’s a lot of hay 
to just give away. 

“Anyway, Mischa had a yen for 
her an’ said he’d cut the throat of 
the guy she married. I didn’t like 
the sound of that, so Mischa had to 
go. When Mischa got word his 
brother reached this country and was 
comin’ to see him, we started figurin’ 
a way to make him the fall guy.” 


AYMOND LA TOUR held an in- 

termission while some hig strong 
men tried to calm Satchelfoot Kelly 
down. 

“This time I was right the first 
time,” the slewfoot yelped. “I figured 
that Willie—what’s the use? You let 
me go. I got a right to jump off the 
roof of this buildin’ if I want. I—” 

“So we knew Serge would come 
here to find Mischa,” LaTour went 
on. “We fixed it so Mischa wouldn’t 
be around. I took him in a cab to 
this place and slugged him and blind- 
folded him, with the help of some 
pals. So when we brought him back 
from the joint all blindfolded and in 
a cab and dumped him out at his 


HOMICIDE SQUAB 85 


hotel, how could he tell where he was 
durin’ the murder. Oh, that Volga 
slipped up with that typewriter is all. 
Why does guys scheme with dames? 
They ain’t got a brain. First thing 
they do is squeal. Well—” 

“You better send some cops to ar- 
rest Volga,” Willie said to Kelly. “She 
don’t know LaTour has squealed. Go 
git the homicide squab.” 

This time the cops had to bear La- 
Tour to the floor and sit on him, he 
carried on so. 

“You crossed me, you moon- 
eyed—” 

“Names won’t never hurt me,” Wil- 
lie said. “I wag surprised that the 
cops turned the real killer loose, 
though. Most of the time, Kelly ar- 
rests the wrong one. Like I said once 
before, Satchelfoot, when there is 
three-way thinking, you might have 
a chance. I said at the time I bet it 
was Volga. That is what you get for 
copyin’ me and havin’ me shadowed, 
Satchelfoot. It is funny city detec- 
tives can’t find out as much as a 
private one like me.” 

The cops let Serge out and he 
kissed Willie Klump after he had 
heard everything. He promised Wil- 
lie a slug of any dough that Mischa 
might have left behind him. 

“My fran’,” Serge said. “It ees 
wan fonny world. Wan theeng was 
true all the time. Mischa he did steal 
my monny an’ buy the passport him- 
self. I com on cattleboat wheech was 
torpedoed an’ I spend seexteen days 
in open boat an’ do not have creenk 
of water. I was going to keel Mischa 
eef I fin’ heem. So instead of gatting 
hung like I expect, I am goin’ to be 
vary moch alive an’ gat some monny.” 

LaTour groaned and rocked his 
head in his hands. 

“Yeah, that part was true because 


Mischa owned up to Volga,” he said. 
“All the time we didn’t need to do 
nothin’. But we wasn’t sure Serge 
would stay mad. You can’t figure on 
nothin’ nowadays.” 

Willie asked for a drink of water 
with plenty of aspirin in it. He felt 
a little groggy himself. 


OLGA arrived an hour later and 

the cops ushering her in looked 
as if they had come out second best 
in a tiff with four black leopards. 
Volga’s mascara was all over her map 
and part of her lipstick had crept 
down to her chin. One big flatfoot 
had plenty of the kisser goo on an 
ear that was half chewed off. Volga 
called the law some terrible things 
that she had never learned in a 
Balkan finishing school. 

“Hold her,” Willie cried out. “Un- 
til I get away.” 

“So! You gat Volga, hah?” the 
dancing cupcake screeched. “Where 
ees the werewolf who blabs avery- 
theeng, no? An’ to theenk I fall in 
love weeth the skonk! Why do I slip 
op, hah?” 

“That’s why,” Willie grinned, keep- 
ing his distance. “You said it, 
sister. A good secetary like my girl 
knows enough to have a good type- 
writer to work with, Volga. Well, 
the next room you dance in will have 
dim lights too. But there won’t be 
no cover charge for the spectators, 
Volga. Personally I never believed in 
volts for women but if the law says 
so, who is Willie Klump to—” 

“T am gatting a lawyer,” Volga 
said, her pretty knees wobbling. 

“T am gettin’ out of here,” Willie 
said. 

“I am gettin’ plastered,” Satchel- 
foot Kelly said as he staggered to- 
ward the door. “Forever an’ ever.” 
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Mind Over Murder 


By LAURENCE DONOVAN 


The tonsorial detective swings into a maze of 
slaughter when he seeks to crack the mystery 
of a chestnut vendor's hit-and-run death! 


CHAPTER I 
MURDER’S A CHESTNUT 


%; Sater: came silently 
jay to the little gray 
man. Murder just re- 
moved him without 

sound or fury. Other 


WT ick, nearby pedestrians 
in were not at the 
Ny f moment unduly 
Ew} alarmed. 

The little man, 
dressed all in gray, 
fell upon the sidewalk. Two home- 
going office workers with bundles 
under their arms were the first to 
bend over the victim. The pair had 
been near the little gray man when he 
had dropped. 

Too close. But that had escaped 
notice. The rustle of a paper bag 
being suddenly transferred from the 
victim’s topcoat pocket to the coat of 
one of the “good Samaritans” also 
escaped attention. 

“Sweet patooties!” exclaimed the 
delectable, red-headed cashier in the 
window of the corner lunchery. 
“Joey! You musta given one of your 
customers a lopsided haircut and it 
wore him down!” 

“Little Joe” Bunt brought all of 
his five-feet-nothing, hundred-pounds- 
ditto out of the chair where he was 
having a rush snack off the arm. 


Little Joe took a personal as well as a 

professional interest in his clientele. 
He was barging into the storm door 

when the delectable redhead said: 

“Psst! Rules is rules! Your check’s 
thirty cents, Joey! Pay as you go, 
Mr. Bunt!” Then, sotto voce, “I’ll be 
waitin’, and don’t try standin’ me up 
again, Joey, precious!” 

“T never did—” 

The crash that came then started 
air raid wardens for ten blocks 
around blowing their shrill whistles. 
Only a few yards from the fallen gray 
man, a neat, two-seater jalopy was all 
tangled up with the cart of a roast 
chestnut and pretzel man, 

Under cover of this, Little Joe 
ducked through the lunchery door to 
the street, leaving the red-headed 
menace to her squawking. His bright, 
black, shoe-button eyes took in the 
wreckage of the chestnut cart, the 
front fender stripped from the at- 
tacking jalopy, and a quick-moving 
fellow in the midst of the jam. 

It seemed for perhaps ten seconds 
that the man mixed up in the crash 
might be trying to help the chestnut 
vendor who showed a pair of feet 
sticking out from under splinters, 
chestnut bags and pretzels. 


Be the seemingly helpful stranger 
scooped up several paper bags of 
the vendor’s chestnuts and sprang 
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Carmelita had the gun, 

with its bright silver 

silencer, within inches of 
Little Joe's stomach 
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back into the coupé with the missing 
fender. The driver, still at the wheel, 
became a hit-and-run driver as the 
jalopy rasped away in fast second 
gear, leaving the chestnut vendor to 
his fate. 

“Of all the mean thieves!” grated 
Little Joe. “Bat a poor guy over and 
wreck his business, and even steal 
some of his chestnuts! Hit-and-run, 
huh?” 

Little Joe’s ever-ready notebook 
and stub of a pencil were whipped 
out. He caught the license number of 
the departing coupé under a street 
light. 

The more spectacular crash pulled 
pedestrians away from the fallen man 
in gray. An apparent victim of 
“smoke,” which is alcoholic dynamite 
strained from canned heat, scarcely 
held the casual attention of hard- 
boiled Greenwich Villagers. 

Little Joe discovered he was stand- 
ing beside the inert little gray man 
as he noted the offending hit-and- 
runner’s car number. Thus he was 
the only bystander who observed at 
the moment that a reddish damp spot 
had appeared on the fallen man’s 
overcoat between his shoulders. 

“Hey!” yelled a citizen near the 
smashed chestnut cart, as a police 
whistle shrilled somewhere. “This 
poor mug’s finished! Get the junk 
offa him!” 

Unobserved, Little Joe went to a 
knee beside the undoubtedly dead 
man on the sidewalk. Known as the 
“Mad Barber” by many in Green- 
wich Village, Little Joe now gave 
forth strange words like some form 
of incantation. 

“In the presence of emergency, the 
reasoning individual will dispense 
with all normal conventions and re- 
strictions, and act solely upon the in- 
tuitive impulse which seems most 
élesirable.” 

Little Joe had that from “Chapter 
VIII,” entitled “Mind over Matter,” 
jn the thick and enlightening volume 
entitled “Applied Criminal Psychol- 


ogy and Persuasion.” This great 
book, reposing on a table in Little 
Joe’s one-chair tonsorial parlor at a 
nearby cubbynole corner, was his 
mentor and guide, his sure road to 
ultimate renown as a detective. And 
a surer means into one jam after 
another. 

Having swiftly salved his con- 
science which admitted a general 
knowledge of the law, with oblique 
reasoning, Little Joe glanced fur- 
tively about, to make sure he was un- 
observed. His slender, artistic hands 
dipped expertly into the pockets of a 
gray overcoat and suit. That act was 
witnessed only by the unseeing, star- 
ing eyes of the corpse in the case. 

And Little Joe’s transgression 
against the rigid law that none but an 
accredited officer shall touch the vic- 
tim of homicide yielded him exactly 
nothing but a pack of cigarettes and 
a book ef paper matches. 

“Now who could have taken every- 
thing off him that quick?” muttered 
Little Joe. “Someone wanted him un- 
identified might have done it, but he 
couldn’t have got at the pockets I’ve 
pried into. So he did it himself.” 

Little attention was being given to 
the fallen gray man and Little Joe. 
For new excitement arose when clam- 
oring voices over by the wrecked 
chestnut vendor’s cart were lifted 
indignantly. 

“Lookit! He’s croaked sure!” 

“It’s a dirty, hit-and-run murder, 
that’s what it is!” 

“Hey! That fella who stole the 
chestnuts musta conked him after he 
was down! What won’t these hit-and- 
runners think of next to make sure of 
their job!” 


MID rising expletives, the realiza- 
tion that the chestnut vendor 
also was dead percolated to Little 
Joe’s consciousness. The police 
whistle was coming closer. Someone 
had phoned the precinet station. 
A squad car siren wailed into the 
block. Balked at finding any identify- 
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ing articles upon the little gray man 
who had without doubt been stabbed 
in the back, Little Joe suddenly no- 
ticed that one of the dead man’s 
hands was tightly gripped about 
something. 

In the final few seconds before his 
personal investigation might be re- 
garded as an infraction of the stat- 
utes, Little Joe pulled open the 
clenched fingers of the corpse. He 
came to his feet with a small object in 
his hand. 

This was a glossy brown chestnut. 
He thrust it into his pocket. 

“Poor devil,” murmured Little Joe. 
“Must’ve been hungry and swiped a 
chestnut off that cart as he passed. 
Naturally he got one that hadn’t been 
roasted and isn’t split open. By 
jiminee! That won’t fit either, seeing 
this corpus delicti is wearing a benny 
he could have hocked for five bucks 
easy, and it isn’t cold.” 

The continued clamor drew Little 
Joe to the corner. He easily wedged 
his small person to the forefront of 
the gaping peasantry of the Village. 
He was just in time to see and hear a 
talkative citizen point out: 

“Hey—look! This ain’t just a hit- 
and-run killin’! This guy has his head 
under the cart, and he was on the 
wrong side to be hit by that car! His 
face struck the sidewalk, but it’s the 
back of his skull that’s smacked in! 
It’s premeditated murder, that’s what 
it is!” 

In Little Joe’s book “Chapter 
VIII,” entitled “Mind over Matter,” 
advised: 


Discreet silence under stress, especially 
when persons of lesser reasoning powers 
are divulging their trivial and random 
thoughts, is always advisable. 


Little Joe maintained discreet 
Silence under stress. His fingers 
touched the smooth, round chestnut 
in his pocket. Other chestnuts and 
many huge pretzels surrounded the 
corpse of the vendor. 

Little Joe scrutinized the spot 
closely. He was surprised to notice 
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that all of the scattered chestnuts 
were those that had been roasted and 
split open. He could not see a single 
chestnut that was still intact. 

Murphy, who had this tour—and a 
tough one it was on Saturday nights 
—made his way through, dividing the 
crowd with his blue uniform and ap- 
propriate language. Little Joe re- 
mained aloof from Murphy. 

He had an idea that these mere 
pavement pounders were envious of 
his knowledge of the higher forms of 
criminology, and he well knew by sad 
experience that this only earned him 
a pushing around from such minions 
of the law as were dependent upon 
brute strength. 

Murphy was swearing some as he 
moved the chestnut vendor’s head 
just enough to have a look at the face. 

“An’ who is the poor fella?” de- 
manded Murphy. “An’ who of you 
saw the blighted murderer?” 

An instant and complete lack of 
memory developed among the by- 
standers. Apparently no one had seen 
it happen, and everyone had arrived 
after it was all over. Like other Man- 
hattanites who had gained wisdom 
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under such circumstances, the Vil- 
lagers present wanted none of it. 
Time in court may be dead loss. 

Little Joe Bunt’s long occupancy of 
his barber shop corner had given 
him a wide and varied acquaintance 
with Village residents. Had he cared 
to, therefore, he could have informed 
Murphy of something that had caused 
him to think quickly of the “Cause 
and Effect” chapter in his book of 
“Applied Criminal Psychology and 
Persuasion.” 

For he had identified the ratty face 
of one “Tinker” Modoc, a shady char- 
acter if there ever was one. And this 
was the first time Little Joe had 
known that the nefarious Tinker 
Modoc ever engaged in such an honest 
occupation as vending chestnuts and 
pretzels. 

Lifting leathers in subway crowds 
or acquiring highly valuable automo- 
bile tires had always been much more 
in Tinker Modoc’s line. Only Murphy 
of all the police who pounded beats in 


nect Tinker Modoc’s face with a rec- 
ord. But Murphy was somewhat 
green on this tour. 

Some observant citizen just then 
called out from up near the lunchery: 
“Say! This fella back here ain’t been 
smoked up! He’s been bumped off!” 

Little Joe, the Mad Barber, had his 
own methods. He knew this was his 
cue to exit quietly in the direction of 
his one-chair shop. 

In front of the lunchery, the per- 
sistent redhead stepped in front of 
Little Joe. 

“Two bits and a nickel, Joey,” she 
demanded. “And don’t try givin’ me 
the\brush-off when you shut up shop 
tonight after work.” 
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CHAPTER II 
STRANGE HOLD-UP 


; ITTLE JOE BUNT 
: hoped he had not 
ie. been detected by any- 
one as he had briefly 
|. searched the pockets 
\ CELA of the little gray man 
ee pe ,| who was a corpse on 
the sidewalk. Never- 
theless, he took pre- 
= cautions. 
He retired to a con- 
venient doorway where he remained 
until the police cars and the black 
wagons had come and gone, and the 
crowd had thinned out. It was not 
until half an hour later that he 
reached his one-chair “Tonsorial 
Parlor, Haircut to Fit Any Face,” in 
a corner cubbyhole, a block from the 
scene of the sudden murders. 

Wall chairs were occupied. Jeffer- 
son Davis Lee, all-around boy, was 
shining shoes. Little Joe glanced in, 
but turned toward a short, broad man 
with a queerly mottled face who was 
pacing up and down the sidewalk, off 
to one side of the shop window light. 

“Waitin’ long, Mr. Parks?” Little 
Joe asked. “I was held up by watch- 
in’ a car crash up the street.” 

Mr. Parks’ hands were clasped be- 
hind his back. As he walked over to 
Little Joe, his shabby overcoat 
flapped back from worn trousers, 
baggy at the knees. 

“Don’t mind waiting, Joe,” he said 
in a husky, whispering voice which 
indicated that perhaps his residence 
should be Arizona. “I am still looking 
them over. Seeing your customers, 
Vil bet you that half of them would 
kill a man for ten bucks.” 

Little Joe smiled, but he felt uneasy 
under the fixed stare of Mr. Parks’ 
pale eyes, which seemed too big for 
his mottled face. Having just come 
from attending two murders, and 
having a lot of thinking to do about 
it, Little Joe was oppressed by the 
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cheerless attitude of Mr. Parks. 

“You’ve got the neighborhood 
wrong, Mr. Parks,” said Little Joe. 
“Even if some of my customers ap- 
pear peculiar, and dress queerly, 
they’re just being Villagers. Most of 
them only murder the Muse.” 

Mr. Parks managed a skeptical, 
husky laugh. 

“T’ll_ still stay away from dark 
alleys while I’m pursuing my experi- 
ments that keep me down here,” said 
Mr. Parks. “I’ll drop in when the 
shop’s empty, a little later, Joe.” 

Little Joe was facing Mr. Parks 
and barely heard the scuffling of feet 
behind him. A hard, heavy hand was 
clamped over his mouth. A fist drove 
into his ribs from the side and his 
breath went out with a whoosh. 

Little Joe saw a long arm that 
seemed to shoot past his head, with 
bunched knuckles that clipped Mr. 
Parks on the chin. The hand over 
Little Joe’s mouth relaxed suddenly, 
but just as abruptly the soft but solid 
thock of a sapper took him behind one 
ear. 

Little Joe got groggily to his hands 
and kvees. His customers were rush- 
ing ou of the shop. Jefferson Davis 
Lee looked as if his ebony face had 
been painted with green chalk. 

“Fo’ the luva Pete, Mista Joe?” he 
wailed. “What happened?” 

One of the barber shop customers 
was coming out with a wet towel. In- 
stead of putting it on Little Joe’s ach- 
ing head, he applied it to the man 
lying on the sidewalk a little distance 
away. 


Little Joe saw that Mr. Parks had . 


been knocked out cold. The towel 
brought him around, and the mottled- 
faced man sat up blinking. 

“Perhaps you can explain, Joe?” 
said Mr. Parks, his angry voice 
wheezing in his throat. “Why did you 
have to sock me when those two fel- 
lows grabbed you?” 

“I socked you, Mr. Parks!” ex- 
claimed Little Joe. 

“Well, didn’t you? All I saw was 


one man with a hand over your 
mouth, and another behind him in the 
darkness, and up come your fist, Joe. 
Possibly it was just reflex action.” 

“That reflex action was from some- 
one behind me, Mr. Parks,” said Little 
Joe. “Did you see the men’s faces?” 

“I didn’t have time to see anything 
but a million colored lights,” whis- 
pered Mr. Parks, rubbing his chin. 
“Lord, what a wallop. But I wonder 
why.” 


E WAS running his hands into 
pockets. He brought out his wal- 
let and a watch. 

“No, it wasn’t robbery,” he said. 
“Looks as if they were after you, Joe, 
and I just got in the way.” 

Little Joe found everything in his 
pocket intact, except—one glossy 
brown chestnut taken off the dead 
little man in gray was missing. 

He had to think fast though to 
avoid explaining. He smiled sheep- 
ishly at Mr. Parks and his other cus- 
tomers. 

“T think I know what it is,” he said. 
“T guess we all have blonde troubles 
sometimes, and at a dance the other 
night—” 

Little Joe permitted his quickly 
contrived suggestion to trail off. A 
voice that was pitched intentionally 
on a high nasal and scornful tone 
said: “At a dance the other night? 
Yes, Joey, go on! That wouldn’t be 
last Wednesday night when you stood 
me up to go work out in the gym, 
would it, precious?” 

Little Joe’s customers beat a hasty 
retreat into the barber shop. Even 
Mr. Parks muttered hurriedly: 

“ll drop back for my trim later, 
Joe.” And he walked quickly away 
up the street. 

“Well, at a dance—you take it from 
there?” said the redhead. 

“Now wait a minute, honey,” said 
Little Joe, rubbing his sore head. “A 
psychological criminologist has to 
think up things like that in a hurry. 
You see—” 


92 POPULAR DETECTIVE 


Red-headed Della Corcoran, the 
little lady of the lunchery, was in no 
mood to see. For she had something 
more on her mind than her fiery hair. 

“T see,” she cut in, “that maybe it 
has something to do with a green- 
eyed, painted, sleazy-looking doll who 
dropped into the beanery just after 
you tried to play detective an’ walk 
out on your supper check.” 

“I don’t get you, sweetheart,” said 
Little Joe truthfully. “There wasn’t 
any dance, and there wasn’t any 
blonde—” 

“This green-eyed doll’s as blond as 
they bleach ’em,” fired back the red- 
head. “An’ all she was wantin’ to 
know was what time you shut up your 
shop tonight? So I took a minute off 
to drop over and see what you had on 
your mind, if anything?” 

“T never heard of any such per- 
son. I—” 

The redhead was on her way, but 
she shot back over her shoulder : 

“And if she wants to look the same, 
there won’t be any such person at ten 
o’clock when I come back! So you 
guess we all have blonde troubles, you 
tell the boys!” 

Little Joe wondered if he would 
have to make it a wrist-watch to 
square this rap? 

But he was wondering more now 
about the strange and sudden attack 
upon Mr. Parks and himself, ail over 
a glossy brown chestnut that had been 
in a dead man’s hand. 

“Wish Big Jim would come along, 
but he won’t be on duty until mid- 
night,” Little Joe was thinking, as he 
entered the shop. 

“Big Jim” O’Grady, first-grade de- 
tective out of Headquarters, was 
Little Joe’s friend and mentor. For 
years Little Joe had tried every 
means of getting on the Force. But 
five-feet-nothing and an even one 
hundred pounds balked him. 

Nevertheless, Little Joe Bunt had 
become a detective all on his own, 
and a headache much of the time to 
duly appointed minions of the Man- 


hattan public guard. He had read a 
book. 

That book was the same thick vol- 
ume of “Applied Criminal Psychology 
and Peruasion” from which he al- 
ways quoted, and which reposed on a 
table in his barber shop. 


NLY Little Joe did not refer to it 


as a barber shop. Gilded letters 
announced to the world this was: 


JOE BUNT’S TONSORIAL PARLOR 
HAIRCUTS TO FIT ANY FACE 


Little Joe’s razor flew, and his 
shears snicked fast. It was twenty 
minutes before ten o’clock when the 
shop was cleared. He had double 
trouble on his mind. 

Red-headed Della Corcoran would 
be along. And Little Joe more than 


poe 
ae ap ! 
upon him, the same eye that had 
brought about that quick knock-down 
hold-up, merely for the theft of a 
brown chestnut. 

“Keep your eye on the shop a few 
minutes, Jeff,” he said to Jefferson 
Davis Lee, the porter. “I’m grabbing 
a cup of coffee.” 

“Mista Joe’s sure a sucker for 
takin’ it on the chin,” said Jeff, as 
Little Joe went out. 

Little Joe was cautious. He was 
reasonably sure he was not being 
tailed as he slipped past the lunchery 
without the redhead seeing him. 

The wrecked chestnut cart, merely 
moved to one side, gave mute testi- 
mony to where Tinker Modoc had 
given up the ghost. And few persons 
were moving about as Little Joe 
kicked about in the gutter, scattering 
some opened roasted chestnuts which 
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were still lying there. 

He had almost given up finding 
what he sought, when one glossy 
brown unroasted chestnut was kicked 
out, Little Joe pocketed it in haste. 

He was unlucky going back past 
the lunchery. The redhead never 
seemed to overlook a bet. She glanced 
out the window just in time to see 
Little Joe passing, coming from the 
wrong direction. 

Little Joe hurried on. He had tried 
to dismiss Della Corcoran’s story of a 
green-eyed blonde asking about him 
as one of her blufis. Yet he had been 
held up, and Mr. Parks had also been 
knocked out, and neither of them 
could identify the two men who had 
taken the chestnut which had been 
gripped in the hand of the little gray 
man who had been murdered on the 
sidewalk. 

Mr. Parks was waiting as Little 
Joe came in. He had a bump on his 
chin, and Little Joe put a cold towel 
on it. “The usual, Mr. Parks?” said 
Little Joe. 

“A little more than usual, Joe,” 
said Mr. Parks, lying back in the 
chair. “I may not get in next week, 
and this new kind of haircut is the 
only one that seems to go with these 
scars of mine. That dropping it at 
the sides sort of hides the cuts.” 

“Sure does,” said Little Joe. 

He was thinking of a month ago 
when Mr. Parks had first come into 
his shop. At that time Mr. Parks said 
he had just been in an auto accident, 
and his face had been almost obscured 
by taped bandages. Some remarkable 
surgery evidently had been required 
to partly straighten a broken nose, 
and to prevent his mouth from hav- 
ing a permanent twist to one side. 

The kind of a short, rounded hair- 
cut Mr. Parks had had at that time 
would have made the sears more 
prominent. So Litile Joe, with his 
“Haircuts to Fit Any Face,” had 
really been remedying that by re- 
shaping the kind of a haircut that the 
man had been used to for years. 


CHAPTER III 
THE UNKNOWN CORPSE 


SOE paid off Jefferson 
Davis Lee and let 
him go. As Mr. Parks 
sweated under a hot 
towel, he turned on 
the radio. 

He desired migh?- 
ily to have a police 
report on the strange 
murders, but he was 
too smart to call the 
precinct station. Unless the radio 
gave forth something, Little Joe 
would wait for Big Jim O’Grady. 

The radio was suddenly obliging. 
A news bulletin came through. 

“Police have been unable to iden- 
tify a youngish man stabbed to death 
in Circle Street, Greenwich Village, 
at about the same time a known char- 
acter, Tinker Modoc, a minor crimi- 
nal, apparently was slugged to death 
after a chestnut vending cart was 
wrecked by a hit-and-run driver. The 
man who was stabbed had no marks 
of identification on him exeept cloth- 
ing labels. He was well-dressed, but 
it ig supposed that his wallet was 
taken as he lay dead, before the stab- 
bing was discovered.” 

There followed a detailed descrir- 
tion of the murdered man. 

“Turn that blasted thing off, Joe,” 
Mr. Parks said irritably. “I don’t 
want to hear any more. After what 
happened to me tonight, I’m moving 
out of this dangerous neighborhoed.” 

Little Joe argued some for his 
neighbors, but he was working fast 
on that hair trim. It was but five 
minutes to ten. The red-headed wun- 
shakabie would be showing up five 
minutes after. 

“You’ve just about lest all that 
swell sun-tan you had when you first 
came here, Mr. Parks,” said Little 
Joe. “I suppose that work on your 
face bleached it out a lot. You’re a 
different man.” 

“Sure—sure,” 


said Mr. Parks. 
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“Used a lot of antiseptics, and it feels 
as I’d been boiled.” 

Little Joe pulled the apron from 
around Mr. Parks’ neck. As he did, 
his special customer’s neck was well 
exposed. Little Joe said nothing of an 
idea that had suddenly hit him, but 
he asked a question. 

“You mean you’re leaving the 
neighborhood right away, Mr. Parks? 
If so, I’d like to know how the haircut 
and everything works out. I try to 
keep track of unusual customers. You 
moving uptown?” 

Mr. Parks climbed stiffly out of the 
chair. It was exactly ten o’clock. 

“Tl give you a ring, Joe,” he said. 
“Don’t know where I’ll be located.” 

He walked behind a corner for his 
topcoat and hat. Little Joe heard the 
door open. When he turned around, 
there she was. 

She was a green-eyed blonde. She 
was wearing her clothes with the 
same general effect of a bubble dancer 
doing her act. Her mouth was a red 
slash, and too many bits of ice flashed 
from her fingers and wrists as her 
hands moved. 

She hadn’t spoken when Mr. Parks 
came into view with hts coat. Mr. 
Parks looked straight at the girl, then 
glanced at Little Joe. The girl stood 
there, one hand arranging golden yel- 
low hair. 

It was the first time Little Joe had 
seen Mr. Parks amused. Mr. Parks 
uttered a quick, wheezy laugh. 

“Then you weren’t putting on an 
act when you said those thugs might 
be the result of blonde troubles,” he 
said, then added, “but I think you’re 
making a mistake meeting a strip- 
teaser in your own neighborhood, Joe. 
And”—his words were slow and 
seemed almost menacing—“the strip- 
per is making a bigger mistake com- 
ing here. Good-night, Joe.” 


ITTLE JOE saw the girl’s hands 
clench. She was looking at Mr. 
Parks’ bleached-out, scarred face, as 
if she thought she should know him, 


but didn’t, and only resented what he 
had said. 

“You can keep your grand advice 
to yourself, chum,” she said venom- 
ously, in Mr. Parks’ direction. 

She turned to Joe as Mr. Parks 
shrugged his broad shoulders, and 
went on out. 

“So you’re Little Joe Bunt, the one 
they call the Mad Barber detective?” 
the girl exclaimed. “You know me, 
Joe?” 

Little Joe’s memory had picked up 
after Mr. Parks had mentioned strip- 
teaser. 

“Sure, I know you, Carmelita,” 
said Little Joe. “Or have you another 
name? And I’m closing, so I haven’t 
any time.” 

The clock said two minutes after 
ten, and was about three minutes to a 
red-headed tornado. The yellow- 
haired threat undulated toward him 
and Little Joe moved away abruptly. 

“This isn’t the Red Goose Club, 
Carmelita, and I have no idea why I 
should be honored,” he said. 

“T’ll come to the point, Joe Bunt,” 
said Carmelita, gliding still nearer. 
“They tell me that you’re a wizard 
with hair, male or female. .There’s a 
new Hollywood hair-do I like, and 
I’ve been told you designed it for a 
hairdresser out there. So I’m having 
you do my hair that way.” 

“I’m not in that business,” said 
Little Joe, desperately watching his 
last minute before the redhead 
started to slip by. “Sorry, but now 
will you go? I’m expecting—” 

“You’re expecting no one, because 
you’ll do my hair tonight,” said the 
stripper softly. “And we're going to 
my apartment row, where you will 
find every convenience.” 

Little Joe had an automatic, but it 
was over in the table drawer. Not 
that he expected to have any use for 
it now. 

“Sorry again, but—” 

The little gun had a bright silver 
silencer which stood out against Car- 
melita’s brilliantly red purse. She 
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had the gun within inches of Little 
Joe’s stomach. She put it into her 
purse then, but kept her hand upon it 
and the purse close to Little Joe’s 
side. 

“My own car’s half a block up the 
street,” she said. “Let’s go. Too bad 
for you that you had finished with 
your last customer.” 

“Has this anything to do with—” 
began Little Joe. 

“You are going to do my hair in my 
apartment, that’s all!” 

Little Joe shut up. He conned over 
a dozen passages from the chapter on 
“Mind over Matter.” It didn’t seem 
to have anything that might apply to 
mind over murder. 

Little Joe saw the redhead coming 
along as they started up the street. 
He saw her stop and stare after him 
and the murderous stripper, and then 
come on, half running. Carmelita 
heard her and she turned. 

“Here’s where you have a chance to 
put the girl-friend in her place,” said 
the stripper quietly. “I have my rea- 
sons for not giving a care whether I 
have to quiet one or both of you. So 
you do the talking.” 

“Della, honey, listen!” Little Joe 
tried to make it sound all right. “I’ve 
a big job that just came along. I’m 
going—” 

“To the devil in a hand basket!” 
snappec Delle Corcoran. “So this is 
the blonde, and there was a dance! I 
suppose I should scratch her eyes out, 
but I won’t! If you’re down to the 
Jevel of a stripper from the Red 
Goose! Now I remember her! Well, 
she’s all yours, Joe Bunt! You can 
have her!” 

Little Joe blinked. He couldn’t 
quite figure the redhead. Then he 
caught the glint of her eyes, and they 
were looking straight at Carmelita’s 
purse, her hand inside it, and the 
purse touching Little Joe’s ribs. 


HE redhead turned, walked stiffly 
away. 
“Keep going, Joe,” said the strip- 


per. “The big car this side of the 
corner. You'll drive.” 

Little Joe was trying to make sense 
of this, but he couldn’t. There was 
something though in a taxicab and 
another closed car that seemed to 
stick in the rear-view mirror clear 
across town. 

“Take the Hudson River Parkway 
north at Seventy-second,” said the 
stripper. “Turn off Fifth Avenue and 
west through Central Park” 

“Listen, baby,” argued Little Joe. 
“What do you think this will get you? 
What do you want? Is it—” 

“It might have been the chestnut, 
yes,” interrupted Carmelita. “But 
not any more, not after I came into 
your shop. It’s you, Little Joe, just 
you that’s wanted now. Turn west at 
the next block and cross over to West 
Seventy-second Street.” 

Little Joe waited until they were in 
Central Park. The road was winding, 
with no traffic in sight. He thought it 
was about time he made his play. He 
speeded up, thinking that a fast brake 
and a quick arm would wash this up 
fast. 

The big car came from behind, 
booming along at sixty or better. 
Little Joe couldn’t make the next turn 
quickly enough to keep ahead or to 
cut it off. And the big car took the 
right-hand side suddenly. 

The two cars ground fenders, raced 
side by side, and Carmelita first tried 
to pull the gun in her purse around. 
She didn’t scream and Little Joe liked 
her a bit better for that. 

Joe had no time to close either door 
window. It would have made but 
slight difference. Chopper steel never 
even hesitates for anything except 
shatter-proof glass. 

Little Joe saw the black snout of 
the machine-gun, Rocks at one side 
looked better to him than the deadly 
muzzle, He swerved the big car, but 
he was too late to do anything for 
Carmelita. 

As the front wheels of their car 
climbed the rocks, the blond strip- 
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teaser was almost decapitated by 
chopper slugs. The wheel cracked 
under Little Joe’s hands, but his size 
was in his favor. 

He slid down under the wheel, with 
Carmelita’s life blood bathing his 
face as more steel tore wickedly 
through the car. Then the murder 
car was gone, whirling around a 
curve toward West Seventy-second 
Street. 

By one of those curious freaks of 
fate, the wrecked car had escaped 
being set afire, and its instrument 
lights still burned. Little Joe had the 
silenced automatic out of the strip- 
per’s purse. A compact and some 
other doodads fell out. 

A package of letters and some 
newspaper clippings caught Little 
Joe’s eye. He had only time enough to 
glance at a photograph in a clipping 
from a Miami, Florida, newspaper. It 
was enough. 

Little Joe heard a car coming and 
judged it might be the taxicab he was 
sure Della Corcoran was riding in. 
He made a swift decision. Blood 
stained his clothes as he got Car- 
melita’s body out and pulled it to one 
side. 

He went back, took a long chance. 
He was running as the fuel tank ex- 
ploded. The taxicab came into sight 
as fire rolled over the wrecked car of 
Carmelita, the strip-teaser. 


CHAPTER IV 
BRING BACK A BLONDE 


4 Little Joe Bunt hoped 
it would. The driver 
of the taxi in which 
Della was following 
the Mad Barber was 
Mike Corcoran, Del- 


Wy, et 

"S$ la’s huge, red-headed 
brother. Being in the 
approximate middle 
of Central Park, even 
the chopper explosions had gone wn- 
notice! outside the park, for their 


sound had also been merged with the 
unmufiled roar of the big car when it 
had swung in alongside the blonde’s 
car. But of course Della and her 
brother had heard. 

Little Joe anticipated that this 
would be a tough spot. You can’t 
dash up to the red-headed gir] of your 
heart and say: 

“T’ve got a dead blonde in a 
wrecked car, and we have to get her 
out of the park.” 

But that was about the way Little 
Joe put it. And the redhead’s big 
brother towered over him, while for 
a moment or two the redhead herself 
said nothing. She was still somewhat 
awed by the gun explosions she and 
her brother had been close enough to 
hear, and was surprised to find Little 
Joe alive and kicking. She just stared 
at him as he came racing around a 
bend, to flag them down. 

“An’ a blonde is it, Joey, me boy?” 
big Mike was saying, as Little Joe 
spoke a word or two of hasty explan- 
ation. “An’ I suppose you got so 
mixed up with the dame that you was 
forgettin’ the road turns here an’ 
there?” 

Carmelita’s automobile was a flam- 
ing mass by now. There was no doubt 
but that policemen of one kind or an- 
other would shortly be arriving. 
Little Joe led the way toward the 
burning car and pointed. 

“Holy saints!” Mike Corcoran said, 
gaping. “You’re after treating your 
blondes rough! How come?” 

“There’s no time to tell about it 
now,” said Little Joe. “Help me get 
her into the taxi. We have to get her 
out of here. And Mike, you’ve got to 
get in touch with the cops and tell 
them you saw a crash here, and you 
think two persons were burned in 
that car, and that there was a shoot- 
ihe keae 

“Well, I like that!” blazed the red- 
headed sister. “Come on, Mike! Joey 
plays around with blondes, and look 
what it gets him. We know nothing 
about this.” 
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“I see what Joey means, Sis,” said 
Brother Mike. “Maybe he is facing a 
murder rap... All right, Joey, Vl 
take a chance.” 

He picked up Carmelita who was 
not nearly so attractive as she had 
been in her exotic life. With Della 
Corcoran still protesting and refus- 
ing to be convinced, they managed to 
start moving as the first of the police 
sirens hooted into the park. 

Mike Corcoran was a wise hackie. 
With the woman’s corpse in the rear 
and his sister beside him, Mike pulled 
a smart one. He was meeting a police 
car and he suddenly ran his taxi up 
on a bank, tipping it perilously. 

The police car halted. Little Joe 
crouched down beside the body of the 
stripper. As a squad man came strid- 
ing up, swearing, Mike Corcoran was 
outdoing him with oaths. 

“The so-and-sos! Runnin’ me offa 
the street! If I ever run onto that 
bunch of hoodlums, I’ll make ’em 
think they’ve landed on Wake Island! 
The blasted killers!” 

“Here, fella! What’s this! Think 
you’re out for a picnic on the park 
grass!” 

“Picnic, igs it?” snapped Mike. 
“You’d think it was a whole fool jam- 
boree! See that fire back there! First 
them hoods turn a chopper on a man 
an’ girl in that bus an’ burn ’em 
down! Then they run me offa the 
road!” 

“A man and a girl in that car?” 

“Yeah, an’ deader’n mackerel, even 
if the bus ain’t turned into one of 
them funeral pears! There ain’t much 
chance o’ gettin’ their bodies out, 
there ain’t!” 

“Okay, fella! Name an’ number?” 

“Mike Corcoran, Number Forty- 
six, seventy-nine, Copper. An’ if this 
eab’s busted—” 

“Oh, Mike Corcoran,” said the po- 
liceman. “Just another good Swede. 
Okay, Mike, be around in the morn- 
ing. Where’s your stand?” 

“Circle Street, Greenwich Village. 
An’ ask anybody—” - 


IKE was perspiring freely as he 
backed the taxi into the drive- 
way and started out of the park. 

“If you don’t lay off that fishology 
readin’, Joey, we'll all be in a hearse 
instead of runnin’ one,” grunted 
Mike. 

Little Joe was sweating, too. Only 
the moisture sliding down his back 
was cold. 

Red-headed Della was coldly, omi- 
nously silent as the taxicab worked 
its way back downtown. Mike Cor- 
coran never had been a hackie to miss 
jumping red lights close. He stopped, 
even when he mistook a red neon sign 
for a traffic signal. 

“An’ what’re we supposed to do 
v-ith the corpse, Joey?” he said out of 
the corner of his mouth, as they came 
into Greenwich Village. “We can get 
thirty years for movin’ a corpus de- 
lecter in a murder. What if I just 
take a chance and dump the body in 
the East River?” 

“We'll find a blanket at your place, 
Mike, and carry the girl into my 
sleepin’ room at the shop,” suggested 
Little Joe. 

The redhead put out a bit of sar- 
casm for the first time. 

“This blonde’s awfully dead, Joey 
—er—Mr. Bunt. Remember?” 

Nevertheless, the mortal remains 
of Carmelita were reposing in the 
back room of Little Joe’s barber shop 
half an hour later. 

“Tt?7il cost you ten for cleanin’ the 
cab,” said Mike Corcoran. 

“Now if I can be alone,” said Little 
Joe. “No, Mike. You wait. Delia you 
go on home. I’m sorry, but our date’s 
off.” 

“You're calling our date off? 
You’re calling nothing off except 
what this cheap chunk of ice means, 
You take it, Joey. I have no further 
use for it.” 

The redhead flounced out, leaving 
Brother Mike with Little Joe. 

“Ym bettin’ when you two have 
kids, you'll have to keep ’em in sep- 
arate cages,” said Mike. . : 
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Little Joe was listening on the 
radio. 

“How about calling the police pre- 
cinct station?” he said to Mike. “It’ll 
be a couple of hours before they find 
out there are no bodies in that 
wreck.” 

“Okay, Joey. But I ain’t spillin’ 
who I am. What should I be tellin’ 
the law?” 

In a moment, Mike, talking from a 
public phone booth outside, was say- 
ing: 

“From the description of that 
burned car on the radio, I’m afraid a 
friend of mine, Joseph Bunt, the bar- 
ber of Circle Street, Greenwich Vil- 
lage, was in it with Carmelita, the 
strip-teaser at the Red Goose Club. Is 
there any hope?” 

When Mike came back in, Little Joe 
was thumbing through the thick book 
of “Applied Criminal Psychology and 
Persuasion.” Beside the book lay a 
smooth, glossy brown chestnut. A 
plug had been removed from a hole 
bored in one end of the chestnut. 

Little Joe was looking at a candid 
camera snapshot between pages of 
the book. He was comparing the 
photo with two pictures in clippings 
from Miami newspapers. 

“There ain’t no hope that you an’ 

Carmelita are alive, the cops say,” an- 
nounced Mike. “Now what do we 
play? Ma didn’t bring me up to be an 
undertaker.” 
' “Mike,” said Little Joe, “you've 
seen that funny-looking Mr. Parks 
who has been coming here for the 
past month?” 

“Sure, I seen him. So what?” 

“i think he moved tonight, an’ 
havin’ no car, he probably called a 
taxi. He didn’t say where he might 
be moving. I thought he might re- 
member something about two boys 
who knocked him out and held me up 
tonight.” 

“T’ll do some checkin’,” said Mike. 
“But, Joey, before this blows up in 
vour face, whyn’t we get rid of the 
corpse?” 


ITTLE JOE shook his head. The 
radio blared out a news bulletin. 
“Latest information of the police is 
that Carmelita, a tease dancer at the 
famous Red Goose Club, and Joseph 
Bunt, better known as the Mad Bar- 
ber, of Greenwich Village, are in the 
wreck of the burned car in Central 
Park. From a reliable witness, it has 
been stated that Carmelita and 
Joseph Bunt probably were victims of 
a machine-gun which ran their car off 
the driveway.” 
Mike Corcoran was gone, checking. 
Little Joe had carefully turned out 
the light in his shop. That didn’t keep 


a heavy foot from kicking the door 
open, breaking the lock. 

Little Joe couldn’t see the face, but 
he knew that bulky figure and the 
weight of the foot. Big Jim O’Grady, 
first-grade detective. 

“Psst! Jim! Easy!” 

“Mother mine!” exclaimed Big 
Jim. “Joe, that you? Why. I just 
heard—” 

“Back this way, Jim,” cut in Little 
Joe, 

He closed the door of his sleeping 
room before he switched on the light. 
The ghastly body of Carmelita lay 
across the couch. 

“Holy heaven, Joe! You'll get life 
for this! An’ what is it all about? You 
killed the poor girl, huh, an’ think you 
can get away with murder!” 

“Jim, you’ve got to help,” said 
Little Joe. “This is big. It reaches all 
the way from Florida to South 
America to New York, and—” 
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“Right into the little brick house in 
the middle of the Sing Sing yard 
where they’ve wired a chair, an’ not 
for sound,” groaned Big Jim. “Joey, 
I got to take you in until this is 
cleared up.” 

Little Joe had a murder to solve. 
Well, three murders, thus far. 

“Jim,” he said, “just between us, 
who was the man in the gray clothes 
who was killed down here tonight? 
The police haven’t given out any- 
thing.” 

“I wouldn’t be divulgin’ depart- 
ment confidences, an’ that you well 
know, Joe,” said Big Jim righteously. 
“If the inspector an’ the F.B.I. are 
wantin’ to keep the name o’ John 
Macklin one of the Feds, under cover, 
I would be violatin’? my oath of 
office—” 

“And I wouldn’t be wanting you to, 
Jim,” said Little Joe. “But if you'll 
tail me close when Mike comes back, 
if he’s lucky, an’ I don’t hand you the 
hottest case you ever had, all wrapped 
up, then you can be taking me in, Jim, 
for killing Carmelita with an over- 
dose of sleeping tablets.” 

“Killing Carmelita with—” Big 
Jim started to roar, but Mike Cor- 
coran clumped into the front shop. 


“The address he gave was Fordor - 


City Apartments in the Fifties,” was 
Mike’s information. “He only had 
one suitcase, so the hackie who took 
him up there didn’t get the apartment 
number.” 

“If they stumble onto the corpse, 
Joe, it'll mean my badge,” said Big 
Jim O’Grady. 

“They'll not stumble onto the 
corpse, Jim,” said Little Joe sud- 
denly. “The ‘Mind over Matter’ chap- 
ter, ‘Chapter Eight,’ in ‘Applied 
Criminal Psychology and Persuasion,’ 
Says the surprise of unexpected pos- 
session of some undesired object will 
often confuse the impressionable in- 
dividual. So—” 

When Little Joe finished talking, 
Big Jim was mopping sweat from his 
red face. 


CHAPTER V 
THE MAD BARBER 


OME lone individual 
in Greenwich Village 
may have failed to 
believe in Little Joe 
Bunt’s right to the 
title of the “Mad 
Barber”, but not Big 
| Jim O’Grady, detec- 
tive first-grade. He 
NOMA! was more sure of 
that when he had 

ridden with Little Joe to the new 
apartment to which Mr. Parks had 
moved—the Fordor Apartment Hotel. 

“An’ I don’t even dare to call out a 
squad or tip off the precinct, me bein’ 
off duty,” groaned Big Jim. “I can’t 
do more than back you up, Joe, so I'll 
go up to this Parks’ rooms with you.” 

“Tll go up alone,” said Little Joe. 
“¥ only want to inquire if Mr. Parks 
has by now remembered the faces of 
the mugs who hit him and held me 
up. And I have a chestnut to give 
him.” 

Big Jim looked as if he would have 
preferred the hottest spot in the 
Malay jungles at this moment. Which 
might have been no hotter than the 
trunk he had to watch the unsuspect- 
ing hackie lug out of the taxi to be 
delivered to Mr. Parks. The hackie— 
Little Joe had managed to run down 
the same taxi man who had driven 
Mr. Parks away from Greenwich 
Village to his new home—protested 
at the weight of the trunk, but a fiver 
shut him up. 

Little Joe went straight to the desk 
of the apartment hotel. The hackman, 
following him, was groaning under 
the burden of the small trunk, and a 
bell-hop helped him lower it to the 
floor. Little Joe gave the desk clerk 
a detailed description of Mr. Parks. 

“My friend is peculiar,” he ex- 
plained, “and doesn’t like to be 
swamped by all of his acquaintances 
as soon as he gets into town. So I 
wouldn’t know the name he’s regis- 
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tered under. But he left orders for 
this trunk to be brought from my 
place right away.” 

The clerk reached for the phone. 

“And your name, sir?” he asked. 

“Just say a friend from the Red 
Goose Club,” supplied Little Joe. 
“And tell him the trunk with the stuff 
in it is on the way up by the freight 
elevator. And send it right along.” 

Little Joe Bunt had never taken a 
bigger gamble. If he had guessed 
wrong, Mr. Parks might make a 
break for it. But he judged Mr. 
Parks would wait. Mr. Parks did. 

“Mr. Parks says to come right up,” 
said the clerk, and then Little Joe 
knew that Mr. Parks must have at 
least stuck to his Greenwich Village 
name, 

The clerk was about to add some- 
thing else, but closed his mouth. If 
he had spoken, he might have saved 
Little Joe a big headache. He said 
only: 

“It’s Four-o-four, to the left of the 
elevator.” 

The fourth floor corridor seemed 
quiet, but Little Joe had an idea that 
eyes were upon him, He was alone, 
and he felt smaller than he actually 
‘was when he was in front of the solid 
door of Room 404, 

Mr. Parks himself opened the door. 
He had on a dressing gown, and his 
hand was in one pocket. If Mr. Parks 
was surprised to see Little Joe, re- 
ported by radio to be burned to death, 
@ report now in the latest newspaper 
editions, he never batted his pale eyes. 

“Joe!” he exclaimed. “Well, I don’t 
know how you did it, but come in. 
After I saw that blonde in your shop, 
I didn’t think you’d be in circulation 
again tonight.” 

Little Joe was tense, expectant. 
Hither he was dead wrong, or Mr. 
Parks was the coolest number he had 
ever met. But he couldn’t be wrong. 
And he wasn’t. 

Mr. Parks led the way from the 
small foyer into a big living room. 
Two strangers sat upon a lounge. 
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Each stranger had a silenced auto- 
matic held casually upon his knee. 


R. PARKS chuckled softly, start- 
ing to turn back toward Joe. 

“You see, Joe, I found out I’d made 
a mistake hunting a one-man barber 
shop a few days after I first had you 
go to work on me,” said Mr. Parks. “I 
heard all about you being known as 
the Mad Barber. So I took precau- 
tions. Some of the boys seem to have 
made a mistake tonight in the park, 
but I’m sure they will remedy that 
when you leave with them.” 

Little Joe sighed resignedly. His 
face was the picture of dejection. He 
didn’t lift his hands as Mr. Parks took 
an automatic from his side pocket. 

“I happened to know that Car- 
melita didn’t recognize me, Joe,” said 
Mr. Parks. “She was hunting you up 
for a different reason—not to look for 
me, though she has done a lot of that 
since I decided to give her the air. 
You see, Joey, there was another girl 
—but we needn’t go into that. I guess 
you know how it is, though. 

“Carmelita was usefui to me—very 
useful. But the best of them can be 
done without when they get—well, 
too personal, shall we call it? Or too 
possessive? Besides, Carmelita had a 
vindictive streak, you could never tell 
what she might do or say, and she 
was getting bothersome. She didn’t 
know me with my new face, but she 
did not believe I was dead, and kept 
trying to find me, and... Well, we 
needn’t go into that either, seeing 
she’s out of the way now. 

“And that being the case, I take it 
you’re figuring how much what you 
know is worth to you. I don’t deal 
that way. By the way, I’m interested 
to know how you happened to escape 
in Central Park.” 

“Luck tossed me out—or maybe it 
was bad luck,” Little Joe said discon- 
solately. “Look, Mr. Parks, have I 
said a word to the cops or anybody 
about Carmelita being bumped and 
burned in the car?” 
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“How much did Carmelita spill?” 
Mr. Parks asked huskily. 

“Well, enough to make me think I 
might join up with you, Mr. Parks,” 
Little Joe said. “And she did come to 
my barber shop with the idea that I 
might know something about where 
you were—though the name of the 
man she was looking for was not 
Parks. She kidnaped me, said I was 
to give her a hair-do at her apart- 
ment, but I guess she wanted to find 
out a few things. 

“From what she did say, though, I 
got some ideas of my own. In a way, 
now that she’s gone, and I know what 
she used to be doing for you, I could 
take her place. I know hundreds of 
people, and even a better way for 
doing what you want done than using 
chestnuts.” 

“Then what was this gag about the 
Red Goose and a trunk?” said Mr. 
Parks. 

“Well, I’m puttin’ myself in your 
hands, Mr. Parks,” said Little Joe. 
“Just to prove myself, I have some 
junk cached in that trunk. And some 
stuff that will prove I know a slicker 
way than the roasted chestnut gag to 
get it around and sold to the right 
people. Only I haven’t any way to get 
an organization like you have, Mr. 
Parks. Slick it is, I’m here to say, like 
when that chestnut vendor was about 
to get taken in, and got rubbed out 
before he could break down and talk. 
If you—” 

Knuckles pounded on the door, and 
the buzzer also sounded. 

“What the devil is this?” wheezed 
Mr. Parks. “You’re not suggesting 
that perhaps the barber shops—” 

“No, not that way, Mr. Parks,” 
said Little Joe. “The whole system 
I’ve worked out is in the trunk.” 

“Open that door, Spike,” wheezed 
Mr. Parks. “Watch your step. Ruddy, 
put Joe in that closet. We’ll see.” 


WO bell-hops deposited a trunk in 
the middle of the big room. In the 
clothes closet, Little Joe heard Mr. 
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Parks exclaim as the bell-hops went 
out and the door closed. 

“Possibly this crazy barber thinks 
he has something. Okay, let him out. 
We'll see what this is.” 

When they let Little Joe out he 
said: 

“T have the key. I’ll open the trunk 
for you.” He stepped toward it. 

“No, you don’t,” said Mr. Parks 
shoving Little Joe to one side. “We'll 
do the opening.” 

“Boss, look!” exclaimed one of the 
mugs. “At the bottom of the trunk!” 

A red line had formed along the 
trunks’ bottom. It had just started 
and was spreading to the rug. 

“Keep a rod in his belly!” wheezed 
Mr, Parks. “If it’s what I think it is, 
we'll have to—” 

One mug pushed his rod into Little 
Joe’s ribs. But Little Joe was watch- 
ing the mug’s eyes. The red fluid 
from the trunk was beginning to 
spread more rapidly. 

“Gosh, Boss!” the frightened lug 
holding a gun on Little Joe shouted. 
“It'll mark the room! We have to get 
that trunk out!” 

“Be quiet,” ordered Mr. Parks. 
He lifted the trunk lid. 

Seeing the gangster beside him 
with the gun in his ribs staring at the 
rising trunk lid, Little Joe dropped. 
The surprised mug tried to snap his 
rod down, but the back alleys had 
been a tough spot for the fighting 
education of a kid who had been 
known as a runt. 

Little Joe’s weight was behind the 
fist that blurred into the mug’s stom- 
ach. The rod exploded, but Little Joe 
rolled, as there came another, but 
mushier blast. It came from the trunk 
as Mr. Parks lifted the lid. The dozen 
or more tear gas eggs that Little Joe 
had taken the precaution to pack in 
that trunk when he had prepared it 
for this moment, exploded. The very 
act of lifting the lid had released the 
bomb pins. Blinding, yellowish tear 
gas vapor mushroomed through the 
room. 
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It came too fast for Mr. Parks or 
either of his boys to dodge it. And the 
container of red ink which Little Joe 
had placed where it would do the 
most good had soaked tnrough the 
bottom of the trunk just in time to 
give Mr, Parks and his nice killers 
the wrong idea of what that trunk 
contained. 

Undoubtedly they had expected to 
see the body of Carmelita, the strip- 
teaser, 

Little Joe, rolling, had a folded gas 
mask from under his shirt and over 
his head before he either opened his 
eyes or breathed. He came up, as the 
cursing Mr. Parks and the other two 
boys fought their way toward the 
windows, 

Little Joe moved quietly, having 
fixed the position of the room tele- 
phone. He made no sound whatever 
until he upset the phone table with a 
crash and sprang swiftly to one side. 

A rod smashed in the blinding haze, 
but Little Joe was not there. 

“We've got to get out!” yelled Mr. 
Parks, and his voice was no longer 
husky. 

Little Joe’s accurately timed fist 
smashed the exact spot from which 
the words issued and Mr. Parks went 
down with a thump. Little Joe was 
flat on the floor again as he heard the 
man’s two henchmen collide. 


E HAD the automatic Mr, Parks 

had taken from his pocket. He 
cracked out two shots with it, shoot- 
ing purposely low. One mug groaned 
and fell and the other one apparently 
took a header over a chair. 

The corridor door opened and Little 
Joe felt the cool breeze from outside. 

“Joe!” Big Jim O’Grady’s voice 
roared. “You all right, Joe?” 

Little Joe walked into Big Jim’s 
thick arms. 

It was some time later before the 
room could be cleared of the gas, to 
collect Mr. Parks and his two mugs, 
one with a broken leg. It was a little 
later then that when Little Joe Bunt 
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did his explaining at the precinct 
station. 

“It’s all in knowing how to cut hair 
to fit the face,” he pointed out. “But 
to begin at the beginning. Three or 
more months ago, the Federals 
learned that Arthur Loden, a well- 
known and respected chemist, prob- 
ably was the head of a dope ring. But 
by the time they had collected some 
evidence, Arthur Loden was in 
Florida.” 

“And co..ected a beautiful sun- 
tan,” said Big Jim O’Grady. 

“He got wise the Feds were looking 
for him, so he checked out, saying he 
was going on a fishing trip south. 
That was the last the Feds heard of 
him, but they are still looking. Some 
word came to certain members of his 
gang that he had been killed in an 
automobile accident, but none of 
them knew for sure. 

“When ‘Mr. Parks’ appeared at my 
shop a month ago, his face was band- 
aged. He said he had been badly cut 
in an auto wreck. There would be 
scars. But from the scars I saw it 
looked to me more as if he had re- 
cently undergone a face-changing 
operation. I didn’t let on, though, 
that I had noticed that when he said 
he wanted his hair trimmed differ- 
ently to conceal some scars near his 
ears. 

“I did some snooping, and one of 
the things I learned was that a girl I 
knew, a girl nearly everybody in the 
Village knew — Carmelita, the Red 
Goose Club strip-teaser —had been 
the girl-friend of this Arthur Loden 
who had been killed or had taken it on 
the lam. I also found out that for 
some time Carmelita had been the 
tip-off to dope addicts that certain 
roasted chestnut vendors would sell 
them the stuff in whole chestnuts 
concealed in bags of roasted ones. 

“And that was what caused the 
killing of John Macklin, the Fed. Car- 
melita had misjudged him, had be- 
lieved he was an addict, and had 
tipped him off to buy from Tinker 
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Modoc in Circle Street. The gang that 
were always on the watch, though, 
recognized Macklin when he showed 
up to buy chestnuts from Tinker—so 
they blasted him. It was also a good 
idea to rub out Tinker, who was a 
weak sister who might talk, and to 
remove all the loaded chestnuts. 

“¥ found one in the hand of the Fed 
after he had been murdered, but was 
robbed of it. I don’t know why I was 
not killed at the same time, unless it 
was thought I had just happened to 
find that chestnut, and didn’t know 
what it was all about. The fact that 
Mr. Parks—Arthur Loden—was with 
me at the time, may have been coin- 
cidence. I don’t know. But I do know 
that Parks wanted to get from under, 
didn’t even want to be a witness, for 
his one idea was to go on with his 
racket with a new face and new name.” 


IG JIM O’GRADY scratched an 

ear, his frown puzzled. 

“But how did Parks, or Arthur 
Loden, plan to get away with it?” he 
asked. 

“Simply enough,” said Little Joe. 
“He wrote to Carmelita that he was 
going to South America. She was to 
join him when he sent for her. He 
had no intention of ever seeing her 
again, of course, for by now there 
was another girl. 

“Naturally I didn’t know that— 
then—but I did know, from trimming 
Mr. Parks’ hair, that he was having 
more than aceident scars removed 
from his face. He had a new face, 
and was having all the sun-tan 
bleached from his body as well. With 
the different type of haircut, low on 
the cheeks to conceal some of the 
sears, and tapered instead of rounded 
at the back, Arthur Loden would be 
as dead as if he had been cremated.” 

“Facial surgery and a different 
haircut could do that?” asked Big 
Jim. 

“Well, when Carmelita came to my 
shop and met him face to face, she 
failed to identify him as Arthur 
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Loden, her ex-boy-friend, the man she 
had suspected by now had double- 
crossed her. Some of the gang who 
liked her better than they liked Loden 
had tipped her off that Loden had had 
another girl before he was supposed 
to have been killed, so she was not 
sure he was dead. 

“Also, she had picked up an idea 
that I might know something about 
Loden—just what, neither she nor 
the gang knew. But they did know I 
still had one of the chestnuts that had 
been in Tinker’s cart when the Fed 
was killed. 

“When Macklin was killed, Car- 
melita got scared, afraid she might 
be involved. She had been watching 
when I found that other loaded chest- 
nut, So she came to my place to take 
me for a ride—after she found out 
how much I knew, and whether I did 
know anything about Loden. And be- 
cause she thought I would never have 
a chance to talk again, she talked 
freely herself, before she was bumped 
off. She was pretty bitter at Arthur 
Loden.” 

“And in the meantime, either as 
Mr. Parks, or under some other name, 
Arthur Loden was all set to again 
take up some legitimate business as a 
cover for a new dope ring,” supplied 
Big Jim. “As a matter of fact, we 
found papers on him showing that, as 
Truman Parks, he had bought a 
cleaning and dyeing shop. Having 
never been pinched as Arthur Loden, 
and the Feds finding no prints at his 
chemical lab or in his room, after he 
went to Florida, Truman Parks was 
all set to become a new character alto- 
gether, with those of his old dope ring 
he wanted, and new members. 

“The chestnut dope racket having 
been nailed, the ring would have 
switched to some other device. What’s 
more, we found other papers on him 
that showed where he’d had his new 
face made, and was being bleached. 
That was a big mistake — keeping 
that kind of a doctor’s bill.” 

“Concluded on page 112) 


ANY things are likely to 
happen in the neighbor- 
hood of Times Square on 

New Year’s Eve. But one thing a 
couple of Uncle Sam’s soldiers don’t 
expect when they’re out celebrating 
is a slight case of murder! 

Private First Class Tony Webb was 
the sort of a fellow who had lived 
close to New York most of his life, 
before shifting over to Uncle Sam’s 
Army, and in that time nothing very 
much had ever happened to him. 

But when he went for a stroll in 
the Fifties with his pal, Dave Cotter, 
the spell was broken—and how! 

First there was the gorgeous gal 
who came out of the night club and 
ran right into his arms, paying off 
with a big kiss. Then there was the 
two gunmen who didn’t seem to like 
Tony Webb’s interest in the girl. But 
the boys in the U. S. Army have the 
answer for people who are a bit care- 
less where they point their guns. Tony 
Webb was no exception. 


Murder Strikes a Blow! 


What happened then? Well, when 
Tony had disposed of the duo of 
thugs, he found the girl missing, and 
her trail led from the night club to a 
Greenwich Village party, and then by 
way of a rather confused trail to an 
uptown apartment where grim mur- 
der had already struck a tragic blow. 

That’s a time table of the first part 
of the action in Marvin Ryerson’s 
stirring novelet, MURDER ON FUR- 
LOUGH. 

The events that take place on this 
particular New Year’s Eve are impor- 
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tant to Soldiers Webb and Cotter, and 
to the security of the United States. 
Just why, is going to give you one of 
the real detective story thrills you’ve 
been looking for! 

Private Webb and Cotter aren’t 
the usual type of detective story 
heroes. They don’t sound like detec- 
tives at all. As a matter of fact, 
they’re not. But that’s one of the 
things that makes this story doubly 
fascinating. You don’t have to worry 
about a couple of fellows who are 
going to dabble in criminology while 
action is going on all about them. 

The solution is a real bang-up sur- 
prise that you’ll remember for a long 
time. You'll get a kick out of MUR- 
DER ON FURLOUGH by Marvin 
Ryerson, in the next issue of POP- 
ULAR DETECTIVE. 


Joe Bunt Again 


Another novelet that you’ll like is 
A CORPSE WON’T TALK, by Lau- 
rence Donovan. Yep, this is an- 
other story of the fascinating and 
effective adventures of Joe Bunt, 
the Barber. Joe takes his criminol- 
ogy seriously, and thereby balances 
our soldier heroes mentioned above. 
But there are times when Joe’s text 
book isn’t complete and detailed 
enough. 

Then he has to give his common 
sense free rein, and let it carry him 
through. 

If you’ve already met Joe Bunt in 
earlier issues of POPULAR 
DETECTIVE you know you’re in 
for a fast-paced, punch filled story. 
If Joe is a newcomer to your detec- 


tive fiction family, I’m sure you’re 
going to like him, and his red-headed 
girl-friend Della Coreoran, not to 
mention Della’s brother Mike, the 
taxi driver. They’re all the kind of 
people you're likely to meet on your 
own block, and the difficulties that 
confront them might well be a part 
of your own experience. 

This time we find Joe Bunt getting 
himself mixed up in a murder maze 
that contains threads leading to At- 
lee Harden, the shrunken, ratty 
money lender of Greenwich Village, 
to Hugh Tolan, the uptown Beau 
Brummel, and half a dozen others 
who come into Joe’s life. 

Joe tries to figure out the impor- 
tance of a toupee, and finds that 
when you’re trying to get a good grip 
on a killer, a wig doesn’t provide 
much in the way of a hand-hold. 

Della Corcoran is one of those 
Irish lassies who doesn’t like to think 
of any other woman coming into 
Joe’s life, and when Trixie, the mani- 
curist takes more than a profes- 
sional interest in the young barber, 
there are complications that a killer 
might well have avoided. Those are 
the elements, boys and girls, and 
author Donovan has sure taken them 
in hand, and woven a story pattern 
that will be sure-fire drama for you. 

You'll like the way Joe Bunt goes 
about his sleuthing, and best of all 
you'll like the results he gets in 
A CORPSE WON’T TALK, by Lau- 
rence Donovan, in the next issue. 


A Guilt Picture 


‘A blonde leads Joe Harrigan into a 
murder frame, and he finds a guilt 
picture—in DEATH TAKES NO 
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HOLIDAY, an exciting complete nov- 
elet that rounds out our trio of head- 
liners for the next issue. 

Joe Harrigan, private detective, has 
a tough Los Angeles murder mystery 
case to unravel—and it all starts 
when he locates the blonde’s address 
for a well-paying client. 

Joe visits the blonde to let her 
know she’s the object of his client’s 
interest. He accidentally leans up 
against the door, and it opens—to re- 
veal a corpse in the foyer! The corpse 
of his client, to whom he’s just spoken 
on the phone a minute ago! 

It doesn’t make sense, but Joe Har- 
rigan determines to clear up the mess 
—and how he does it, and arrives at 
a million-dollar solution, makes 
DEATH TAKES NO HOLIDAY, by 
W. T. Ballard, one of the most excit- 
ing and entertaining yarns we’ve ever 
even you, You'll enjoy every bit of 
it. 


Other Thrilling Stories 
In addition to these three first- 
rate detective novelets, we’re also 
bringing you Joe Archibald’s latest 
story of Willie Klump, the hen- 
pecked detective. It’s called PHYSI- 
CAL WRECKED and you’ll probably 
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feel slightly wrecked after you've 
stopped holding your sides with 
laughter. 

Willie is in his usual form when he 
tries to solve a murder case that 
leads into a Civilian Defense and 
Red Cross First Aid Class. But his 
form has undergone numerous 
changes before he manages to un- 
ravel himself from the bandages the 
knowing young ladies have draped 
around it. 

In a spot like this, anyone like 
Satchelfoot Kelly, Klump’s pal on the 
city police force, might be discour- 
aged, but Willie is built of sterner 
stuff, and long after Satchelfoot has 
gone into hibernation behind a flat- 
topped desk, Willie is still on the 
scent, and closing in on the criminals. 

For our regular renewal of the 
feud between the redoubtable Willie 
and Satchelfoot, told in Joe Archi- 
bald’s inimitable style, we bring you 
PHYSICAL WRECKED in the next 
issue of POPULAR DETECTIVE. 
And there’ll be a number of other 
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is individually corrected 
and constructively criticized by veteran writ- 
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trying to copy someone else’s writing tricks) 
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at the same time develops in you the power 
to make your feelings articulate. 

Many people who should be writing be- 
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time to write—stories, articles on business, 
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on_the impulse of the moment. 
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FREE Catalog. 
D. SMYTHE CO. Box T, NEWARK, MO. 


MARRIED WOMEN 


Earn up to $23.00 weekly and your own dresses 
Free. No canvassing, no investment. Full or 


art time. Write full iving a dress size. 
FaSinow FROCKS, Inc. nf 4aoeze Cincinnati, O 


Bakers make good money! Now 7th Padasteyss i wages! 
qualities depression -proof. New home stu tady Bak pee) A 
quali ies you. Common non school ¢ dacs tion 81 cient 


writefor FREE 1 opportun 
perenne Institute, as Mitek National Baking Institute, 1338 Michigan, Dept, {607,Chicazo 7” Bape =1807,€ 


ADILES 


Let us tell you of a mild, painless, 
Hef cost home treatment. per Toten by 


©. A. Johnson, for 28 years head 

physician of one of America’s Finest Rec- 

tal Clinics where thousands of cases have 

heen succonntully treated. Write today for Free 
Trial ffer. No eereetion. Address JOHNSON 
RECTAL CLINIC, Desk 976, Kansas City, Missouri 


Why Fistula Is 


Dangerous Ailment 


‘Any person suffering from Fistula, Rectal 
‘Abscess, Piles or any other rectal or colon dis- 
order—may obtain a new 40-page FREE 
BOOK on these and associated chronic ail- 
ments. The book is illustrated with X-Ray 
pictures, charts and diagrams for easy read- 
ing. Also describes latest mild institutional 
treatments. Write today — a card will do — to 
Thornton & Minor Clinic,, Suite 1056, 926 
McGee Street, Kansas City, Missouri. 


@SONG POEMS WANTED | 


to be set to musics pnoncerene records i made. Send your poems 
tionary. Vanderbilt 
fem Coney Island, N. Y. 


Sth WEAR | g00d, fast-moving detective thrillers 


to round out the issue. 


Letters to the Editor 


Thanks a lot for all those letters 
you fellows and gals have been 
shooting in to Ye Editor. It’s the 
kind of thing that we like to see 
here, and we want to encourage you 
to send more of them along. Gener- 
ally speaking, our readers seem to 
think we’re doing a pretty good job, 
but we’re just as happy to hear from 
those who offer criticism. Here are 
a few excerpts from recent letters. 


You have an okay writer in E. Hoffmann 
Price. His story, “Death For a Dime” was 
just what the doctor ordered—for people 
with strong hearts. Let’s see more of this 
author.—L. R. Sebold, Winnetka, Jil. 


And here’s one from out on the 
Pacifie Coast, where they’re on the 
front veranda when the Jappos come 
over for a bit of shelling. 


Hurray for Willie Klump! I’m sure that 
if his attention could be directed toward the 
Japs and the Nazis, he’d have them all pol- 
ished off before Gertie Mudgett could sling 
two plates of hash. “The Fire Bug” was 


Buy War Bonds and Stamps Regularly! 
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one of the hottest stories Joe Archibald’s 
turned out in a long time, and I’m not kid- 
ding you either.—Philip Quinlan, Portland, 
Oregon. 


Next we'll have to turn on the elec- | } 
tric fan to cool off one of the irate Fe i be MAT. 
customers who feels he has a squawk . ake owrninressioy 
on the August issue of POPULAR | MONEY-BACK 
DETECTIVE. GUARANTEE! 


That story, “Take It Easy, Tony” by 
Thomas Thursday, was certainly a Lulu. ’m| FREE bmprossion MOHET?| 
trying to figure out how an author could| gniteo STATES DENTAL Co. 
get so many mistakes into a three-page | 1555 MILWAUKEE AVE., DEPT. A- 82, * CHICAGO, ILE 
yarn. We find Tony telling Pete to meet him 


near the theatre with a car, and to wait “Righ ‘School -Course 


there for fifteen minutes after two o’clock. 


Then when Tony gets to the theatre, and at. Home. Many Finish fin 2 Years 
i 5 fdly ag n pilitl {t. Course 
thinks the manager has been murdered, he Soe te shana aca, for college 
immediately begins to wonder where Pete entrance exams, Standard H.8. ora eam ploma. 
is. There’s no explanation of why the man- Great oiken rn tant fon navancerment fa 
ager of the theatre should be in the place arbi Eyoue trainin cow: 
tuest. 
(Turn pagel LAsertean School, Dat. ab, Drexel at 53th, Chicago 


Read Our Companion sur ‘n il HIT SU 


Get Tough Quick! 


For personal defense and counter-attack 


° e 

f ..» no system is more powerful! Almost 
[4 CC. 1ve a azines 77) unbelievably efficient. You don’t need big 
‘ AY 4 muscles. Lick brutes twice your size with 
at only your bare hands, even if they are 
armed. Get ready now for any emergency 
—protect your loved ones, This amazing 
new self-study course teaches you double- 
quick, Startling low price. Satisfaction 
guaranteed or your money ues FREE 
WINNIE Write today sure... time ig 


NELSON co., 500 SHERMAN, DEPT. K-5I1, CHICAGO 


: a 


=: 
YW 


> 


DETECTIVE NOVELS MAGAZINE Seek Weis 
THRILLING DETECTIVE 4 
START 


BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE $1260 to $2100 YEAR 


THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE | ttre War pees 
ointments bei TE eee 
G-MEN_ DETECTIVE cae ef Dent, N-256 

Get one for 7 Rochester, N. Y. 

THE MASKED DETECTIVE Airbase 2 pientlemen: Rush 2, me 
2-k age : 0 charge, is} 0: 

THRILLING MYSTERY | Gri Seice _o° sR State ue ny 

5 ge book describing peala- 

Mail > ries, tions, hh 
EXCITING DETECTIVE feel Coaeith 2 oe ee eas 
e SURE. / 
PINRMEC iedsvonieneehern a aiden ate oe 
Now on Sale Each 10¢ At All Stands| WK / saan 
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EY:E2 Eee SES “BY MALL 


Cholce of the LATEST STYLES—remarkably LOW PRICES. 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED or your money back. If you are 
not satisfied—they will not cost you a cent. 


SEND NO MONEY 


= ADVANCE-SPECTACLE co 
537 Se Dearborn ie Dept. T-10 


ROLLS DEVELOPED 


Two 527 Double Woteht Professional | Enlargements, 25/ 
8 Glosa Deckle Edge Prini COIN 


CLUB PHOTO SERVICE, ig 15, LaCross, Wis. 


(SIDELINE Salesmen and Agents) 


Sell our Illustrated Comic Booklet, and other novelties. Each booklet 
ete 44% by 2%. Ten different sample booklets sent for 50¢ or 25 as- 
sorted for r gi. 00. Shipped prepaid. Wholesale novelty price list sent 
with orderzonly only. No €.0.D. orders. Send Cash or Stamps. Print 
name and address. 

REPSAC SALES CO., 1 West (3th St., Dept. 4410, New York City 
FOR YOUR SURPLUS CASH — UNUSED U. S. STAMPS 
Mail Order Dealers: Collectors: We buy accumulations and surplus 
UNUSED U. 8S. Postage Stamps at 90% face value for denominations 
jo to 19e, Small 
jots 85 & * STAMPS REGI Money sent by return mal 
GARBER SERVICE, 72 Fifth Ave. Dept. 4410, New York Cit 


DICE. CARDS. 


xt Specialties for Magicians use. Inks, 


: “Chicago, iil. 


85% face value for denominations 20c to 50c. 


Shimers, Check-Cop, Daubs. Catalog 
Y ten cents, stamps or coin. 
LL BROS., Box T, Salida, Colo. 


Powerful Vision — 8 Mile Range 


BINOCULARS 


20 Days Free Trial 
Postpaid or C.0.D. sys 


Scientifically ground, powerful lens that 

give clear vision equal to 110 yds. at 1000 

yds. distance! Adjustable for all distances 

and eye widths. Binoculars come with 

handsome case and straps. GUARANTEED, 
It not satisfied after 20 days free trial money refunded. Ameriean 
Binocular Co., 7759 S. Halsted, Dept. F.265, Chicago. 


‘Easy Money for Christmas! 
Youmake 50e Pech on every 21-card 
Scorer tad 


jer 
sell at $1.00. Only 20 boxes 
10. eeu ‘aleo fake fasto orders Sor 
printed EMBOSSED 


seeees is Greet Ge 
ze botoret tt 11 other 
Pireonat Beationery, Alo ‘osmor 
nal 
Eoreonal Btatiooe . ‘rite forsamplesonapproval. 
ARTISTIC CARD C0., 242 Way, Elmira, N.Y. 


Complete home-study courses 


and etaeatlornen Pooks a ebth puseds 
Sold, rented, exch: 

jects. M ney packs veuaran e, | See 
paid for es. Full de- 


tails and Milustrated 7G6-page bare 
gain catalog Tees Gat today! 


EL! 
500 Sherman. Dept. K-27, Chleago 


ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x10 inches or smaller if de- 
mee ‘Same price for full length or € 
landscapes, pet 


3 for $1.00 
ail phot: 

SEND NO MONEY or32! ter 

mark within 9 meek ar te ET Peas fe ee 


'y size wante 


Dhetos 
off . Spec! 
STANDARD ART ‘STUDIOS, $13.S. Jefferson ate Dept. 402M, Chicago 1 


at two o’clock in the morning. Sounds as 
though Tony, Tim, and the author were all 
working on false conclusions.—George Red- 
man, Lubeck, Maine. 


Sure sounds as though Tom Thurs- 
day is going to have a lot of explain- 
ing to do. Maybe he wanted us to 
believe that if Pete Wales had actu- 
ally stolen the money, he wouldn’t 
wait around for Tony to come along. 
In any case, we appreciate your 
cogent comments. Write us again. 

Let’s hear your ideas about our 
stories and authors. We’re mighty 
glad to get these letters and post- 
cards, and will print excerpts from 
some of the most interesting ones in 
each issue. Simply address your 
communications to The Editor, POP- 
ULAR DETECTIVE, 10 East 40th 
Street, New York, N. Y. Thank you! 


—THE EDITOR. 


Make a note on your memo pad, or 
tie that string on your finger, so you 
won’t forget to purchase your quota 
of War Bonds and Stamps. Gum up 
ai Stamps and you Gum up the 

xis! 


Private Detective Joe Harrigan 
Finds the Picture of Guilt 
in a Murder Frame 


DEATH TAKES NO 
HOLIDAY 


A Gripping Mystery Novelet 
By W. T. BALLARD 


e 
COMING NEXT ISSUE 
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Keep Faith with 


Join the work of the 


Navy Relief Society and BACK UP | 


AHE NAVY’S FIGHTING MEN 


L O HELP THE NAVY MAN and his 
dependents, his widow’, his orphaned 
child and his mother, is the purpose of the 
Navy Relief Society. Now, with the risks of 
war, and a greatly expanded Navy, with a 
larger Marine Corps and the inclusion of the 
Coast Guard Welfare, the Society needs your. 
help. 

No amount is too small. None too large. 
Every contribution will help to free from 
worry more than 500,000 men in our Navy, 
Marine and Coast Guard* Services. 

*through Coast Guard Welfare 


President Roosevelt says ... 


“There is nothing finer than to build up this fund 
for the Navy Relief Society. I urge you to do 
your utmost, and do it now!” 


CLIP ENROLLMENT COUPON, 
_ below, and send it to the Navy 
Relief Society. Give al! you 
can—and give today! 


t Checks should be made payable to Navy RBeltef 
Society and sent to National Citizens’ Committee, 
{ 730 Fifth Ave., New York City. 


I want to help the Navy men and their families. 
i Enclosed please find my contribution of $..... 


eves 
} INAMIO) sisjeeinroisisie'es cis deaisie soieis's ceiistine SesieSaeeee se eees 


$ Streot .........0005 


[oH Cede ebenssprseeb ane siete curses State......... ] 
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DRAFTSMEN 


PIndustry is clamoring 
for more draftsmen, for , 
the job can't start un- 
til plans are drawn. Buildings, air- 
planes, machines, guns, tanks, bridges, 
all start on the drafting board, so it’s no wonder that 
every good drvftsman has a fine job, Yes, more draftsmen 
mi are needed NOW. The pay is good and the opportunities 
a for advancement great. 


Learn at Home in Spare Time 


Begin now to turn spare hours into money. Be a draftsman, 
the connecting link between a mechanic and an engineer. 
Enjoy the wonderful opportunities for promotion that exist 
now. No experience or artistic talent is needed. You don’t 
have to leave your present job while learning, Usesparetime. 


joyment Service lncluded 


The total tuition cose is low 
snd giving you tne BE ieee our selective employm: 
No ion of any kind, Write today. 
AMERICAN SCHOOL 


Drexel Avenue at 58th St. Dept. DD-758 Chicago } 
Dad 


iow asi20-DAY TRIAL, 

| $7700 le UARANTEE! 

cal CATALOG-FOLDER FREE 

Try Brookfield plates—made under 

supervision of licensed dentist. Priced to fit your pock- 
etbook ON MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE. Write today 
SEND NO MONEY for FRED Impression 
Material, and information. 
BROOKFIELD DENTAL PLATE CO. 
Dept. 35-L2 Brookfield, Mo. 


WANTED 


SONG POEM 


TO BE SET TO MUSIC 


for immmodinte. consideration. Any’ Subicch. "Sena poome PHONG. 
‘or immediate consideration. 3 ° 
GRAPH RECORDS MADE. Z gy © 

FIVE STAR MUSIC MAS?PERS, 611 Beacon Bldg.. Boston, Mass. 


FREE! samous 


BLUE BOOK CATALOG 


iy) DICE e CARDS 


Perfect Dice, Magic Dice, 
Magic Cards—READ THE 
BACKS—Inks, Daubs, 
Poker Chips, Gaming 
Layouts, Dice Boxes, 
Counter Games, Punch» 
boards. WRITE FO8 
CATALOG TODAY, 


K. C. CARD CO. 
1223 W. Washington Blyd., Ghicago, file 


SS = 


This remarkable CAKE discovery, 
TINTZ Jet Black Shampoo, washes out 
Girt, loose dandruff, grease, grime and 
ely gives haira real smooth JET BLACK 
NT that fairly glows with life and lustre. a 
Don’t put up with faded dull, burnt, off color hair 
& minute longer. TINTZ Jet Black Oake works 
cual . each shampoo leaves your hair blacker, lovelier, aa 
easier to manage. No dyed.look. Won’t hurt permanents. Full cake 
Slo veel for $1). TENTZ comes in Jet Black; light, medium and dark 
Brown, Titian, and Blonde. Order today! State shade wanted. 
SEND NO MONEY 22:22 ber 
age on our positive assur 


‘enee of satisfaction-in 7 days or your money back. (We Pay y Postage 
$f remittance comes with order.1 Don’t wait — Write today 

XINTZ COMPANY, Dept. 701, 207 N. MICHIGAN, CHICAGO: 
Canadian Office, Dept. 701, 22 College St., Toronto 


Write today for free Booklet cut- 
lining profit sharing plan. 


A MUSIC 
Dept. 32, 204 EthSt. Cincinnati, 0. 
Ten ow ; 


= 
= 


Ly Lm 
7021 Santa Monica Bivd., Dept. 440, Hollywood, ion 
er 


Protect. Entire. Farajly 
’ “for ¢1 a Month. 


Certificate Paying Benefits up to $1,000.00. 
Sent for FREE Inspection 
or natural death. No mipdical examina<« 
SEND NO MONEY— 
e and address. No obligation. One salesman 
ard will di Attas ‘Mutual Benefit Ass’n, 
Dept. 19-5. Wilmington, “Delaw 


SONG & POEM “WRITERS 


NEW SONGWRITERS in great demand. Send us your Poems, We 
set them to music FREE. Hear your song on a record. Send for 
FREB Folder today. 


CINEMA SONG CO., P.O. Box 2828, Dept. B-9, Hollywood, Calif. 
: “THE ORIGINAL. 


BLUE BOOK 


P) « Get this Big, Complete 72 page Originul 
Blue Book. Containg mystifying novelties, 
magicians and conjurers specialties — 
DICE-CARDS-GAMES, Inks, Layouts, ete. 
Supplies of all kinds. Write today! 


H.C. EVANS & onthe 
Dept. 15-K e 8520 W. ADAMS STREET © CHICAGO 


AMAZING NEW 
BLADE SHARPENER 


New sharpener for all makes of 
Gouble-edge razor blades performs 
“Not necessary to change 
blades,” writes one user. Another says, 
“Have used 1 blade over 730 times.” 
s RAZOROLL really sharpens 

bees’ blades because it strops on leather. Gives 

keen, smooth shaving edges. No guess-work. 
Blade held at correet angle and proper pressure 


compact—in attractive case. Weighs few ounces, 
Will last years. Makes ideal gift, 
— v Nutite today, Pay post- 
SEND NO MONEY! monly $1.00 plus few 
eents postage. Use Razoroll for 5 days and if you’re not 
Gelighted with smooth, velvet shaves you get jrevarn) RAZOROLL 
and we'll return your dollar. Hurrp—avder t 
BAZOROLL CO., 420 N. Michigan, Dept. 2010, Chicago, Ul. 


MIND OVER MURDER 
‘(Concluded from page 103) 


“His biggest mistake,” said Little 
Joe, “was in doublecrossing his girl- 
friend, Carmelita, and having her 
rubbed out. Evidently he feared that 


fin some manner she might discover 


him, in spite of his new identity, and 
he certainly knew her vindictive- 
ness.” 

“Joey, precious,” said red-headed 
Della Corcoran, “you wouldn’t ever 
doublecross me, would you? You're 
supposed to be a hero again, but how 
about the night you stoo¢ me up and 
said you had blonde troubles? How 
about it?” 

“Some of these days,” muttered 
Little Joe, “the Village will have 
plenty of reason to cal] me the Mad 
Barber.” 


A Wig of Death Presents 
a Puzzling Crime Problem 
to the Barber Sleuth 


A CORPSE WON'T 
TALK 


Another Complete Joe Bunt Novelet 
By LAURENCE DONOVAN 
e 


COMING NEXT [ISSUE 
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Power Without |Getting Up Nights 
Horses Makes Many Feel Old 


Do you feel older than you are or suffer from Getting 

Up Nights, Backache, Nervousness, Leg Pains, Dizziness, 
Uncle Sam is going all-out on 
gliders—men are needed! 


Swollen Ankles, Rheumatic Pains, Burning, scanty or fre- 
quent passages? If so, remember that your Kidneys are 
vital to your health and that these symptoms may be due 
to non-organic and non-systematic Kidney and Bladder 
troubles — in such cases Cystex (a physician’s prescrip- 
tion) usually gives prompt and joyous rc! lief by helping the 
Kidneys flush out poisonous excess acids and wastes. You 
have everything to gain and nothing to lose in trying Cystex. 
An iron-clad guarantee assures a refund of your money on 

5] return of empty package unless 
C S t e xX fully satisfied. Don’t delay. Get 
y Cystex (Siss-tex) from your 


Helps Flush Kidneys druggist today. Only 85c. 


FALSE TEETH - 


HE United States Army is now going 
all-out on gliders. The deadly tech- 
nique of landing companies, regiments 

and even full divisions of men silently from 
the sky which the Germans used so suc- 
cessfully in Crete last year is to be turned 


against them when the great invasion of asd money by or- AS LOW AS 

Europe finally gets under way. Hiees wean $7-95 
The advantages of glider attack are obvi- plates, by mail, 

ous—the ships are economical to build and Bend fore qallustrayed sco PERG FLATE 


folder shawing many 
styles, including popu- 5 
lar transparent. FREB 90 Days’ Trial 
impression material sent 

with instructions on taking your own mouth 
impression, Write Today. 


MARVEL DENTAL COMPANY 


easy to replace—the element of surprise is 
immense, for no detector can pick up the 
approach of a motorless plane and gliders 
can be released from a towing ship while 
miles away from their objective and still Dont. 59-0. 343 S. Dearborn St.. Chicago 


hit it on the nose. 00 YOU STOP TOBACCO? 


What is needed are men—for a man’s s WANT-JO 
job. 

As this force—exact numbers, naturally 
cannot be given—is planned to number 


Banish the craving for tobacco aa 


4 thousan: ake yourself Free 

and hap hapey 7 with Tobacco Redeeme! 

Sok a asu erie, not habit forming: 
ite for free bookict telling of in- 


jab effect of tobacco 
about a hundred thousand men, the field is i 2es ciloven many me Boon 
wide open, Here are the qualifications for THE NEWELL COMPANY 
membership: 153 Clayton Sta., St. Louis, Me, 


The applicant must be a citizen of the 
United States between the ages of 18 and 
35 years, inclusive. He must be able to 
pass the physical and mental requirements. 
Formerly, prior flight training was con- 
sidered essential, but these restrictions 
have been removed in order to give everyone 
a chance to qualify as a glider-pilot, regard- 
less of the extent of previous experience. 

He must be in reasonably good condition 
—though the bars are a bit lower than for 
the regular Air Forces—reasonably well 
educated and intelligent and must be up to 
Army requirements. He will be given 
training, first at a CAA school on light 
planes with emphasis on dead stick land- 
ings, then get down to intensive training 
with gliders themselves, 

Those who graduate successfully, be they 
civilians or Army men, will be given at 
least staff sergeant’s rating with full flight 
pay. And, as it is a new service, commis- 
sions are going to come more rapidly than 
in other services at least until officer ranks 
are filled. 

As we just said, it’s a man’s job and a 
great privilege—a chance to get in the first 
whack at the Axis—and the rewards are 
great. Let’s go, tellows. Keep ’em gliding! 


"POEMS WANTED 


ama For Musical Setting === 


Mother, Home, Love, Sacred, Patriotic, Comic 
or any subject. Don’t Delay—Send us your 
Original Poem at once—for immediate con- 
sideration and FREE Rhyming Dictionary. 


COLON TROUBLES 


Causes — Effects — Treatment 


Colon troubles and Piles rate with bad teeth 
and tonsils as a fruitful cause of other ail- 
ments. Learn facts from 122-page FREE 
BOOK with charts and X-ray pictures. A card 
will do. McCleary Clinic, H-1097 Elms Blvd., 
Excelsior Springs, Mo. 


West Vv oD 


A BLTZ2KRIEC TA a sertary STYLE 
SALES-and PROFITS 7amiegihians = 


Sensational, soft as glove leather Military 
Style Oxford selling like wildfire. Making tre- 
mendous profits for Victor salesmen, This is 
one of over 250 specialty shoe styles for 
dress, sport, work, including new Zip- 
per and Air Cushion Insole Shoes : 
for men and women. Prices low as 
$2.98. Biggest commissions. Write FRE E 
podey for EieEE Outil of Actual 
mple Shoes. Reserve your ter- 
ritory. ACE NOW. a SALES KIT 


VICTOR THOMAS SHOE CO. 
610 W. VAN BUREN ST., DEPT. V-24, CHICAGO, thi. 
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See how easy itis! 


MY COUNTRY ’TIS OF THEB 
SWEET LAND OF LIBERTY 


Look at the diagram, The first note on the music is ‘‘C.”” 
Follow the dotted line to the Kewboard and locate “‘C’”’ on 
the piano, Find the other notes the same way. Now strike 
tho notes as indicated and you’ll be playing the melody 


of that famous patriotic hymn, ‘‘America.” 


Easy as 
A-B-C, isn’t it? 


earn music in just 
MINUTES A DAY! 


Thousands have learned to play their favorite instrument 
this amazingly quick, easy way—YOU CAN, TOO! 


ES, thousands have learned to play quickly and easily 

this remarkable Print and Picture way. And if you follow 
the instructions ... and give only a half hour of your spare 
time each day ... you, too, should be able to play simple 
melodies sooner than you ever dreamed possible. 

That’s why it’s such fun learning music this modern, 
U. 8. School way. With this quick, easy method you need 
no special talent or previous musical training. Nor do you 
need to spend endless hours on humdrum scales and exer- 
cises. You learn to play real tunes almost from the start. 
And you can’t go wrong. First you are told how to do a thing 
by simple printed instructions. Then a picture shows you how 
to do it. Finally, you do it yourself and hear how it sounds. 
Nothing could be clearer. 

And just think! You ean now take lessons on any instru- 
ment you select, for less than 7¢ a day! That includes every- 
thing ... valuable sheet music, printed instructions, diagrams 
and pictures, and our Personal Advisory Service. No wonder 
thousands have taken advantage of this modern way to-learn 
music ... and to win new friends, and greater popularity! 
U. 8. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 29410 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. C. 


Before I took your course 
I didn’t know one note 
of music. Three months 
later I started to play 
for dances. I’ve been in- 
vited to many parties. 
*R.M., Vancouver, B.C. 


It is beyond belief what 
benefits I have derived 
from your course that you 
sent me at such a bar- 
gain.—*W. R., Cusick, 
Washington. 


* Actual pupils’ names on request, Pictures by Professional Models. 


— 


YOU NEED MUSIC TO RELAX AND 
CHEER YOU UP AFTER A HARD DAY 


To do your best in turning out war mate- 
rials, you need relaxation and recreation 
after the daily grind. And there’s nothing 
like music to give you a “Lift” after a 
hard day. So why not start learning now. 
Mail the coupon for our FREE Print and 
Picture Sample, and illustrated Booklet. 
See how easy it is to learn to play your 
favorite instrument this quick, modern, 
money-saving way. Check instrument you 
want to play. Fill in and mail coupon today! 


“SUCCESSFUL 4414 


U. S. School of Music 

29410 Brunswick Bldg., New York, N. Y. 

I am interested in music study, particularly in the 
instrument checked below. Please send me your free 
illustrated booklet. ‘‘How to Learn Musio at Home,’’ 
and Free Print and Picture Sample, 


Piano Saxophone Mandolin 
Violin Cello Trombone 
Gaitar Hawaiian Guitar Cornet 
Piano Accordion Tenor Banjo Trumpet 
Have You 
Name ........ ite cateletevs sieYale sie ro olor Instrument?...... 
2 Ge) ec eOO OT ISO ROTO OF elsisiereie wie ys elses laleaioraieletece . 
UY aaa ereisin cvs cipisioriele sisisicieves tic eietereleis o State.....0.. 


Note: If you are under 16 years of age, parent must sign 


this coupon. Save 2¢: Stick coupon on penny postcard. ] 


come ey et eee ee ee 


Which of These 72 Best-Sellers Do You 


Want for As Low As 49¢ Each ?. 


(Continued From Other Side) 
T13, HOUSEKEEPER’S DAUGHTER—Donald 
Henderson Clarke. The witty, racy story of 

beautiful Hilda and the men who pursued her. 
NOW 49¢ 
873. PLAYING THE RACES—Robert S. Dowst, 
Jay Craig. A book for everyone interested in 
the track, describing a system which has been used 
successfully by its authors. NOW $1.00 
HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUS- 
BAND—Dorothy Dix. Famous newspaper 
columnist brings together the fruit of her experience 
with women’s problems of love, marriage. ONLY $1.00 
899, KELLY—Donald Henderson Clarke, “‘Kelly’ 
"could have had a mink coat and sheer 
lingerie if she hadn’t been so fanatical in certain 
matters, By the author of Millie. ONLY 79¢ 
198, THE ART OF SELFISHNESS—David Sea- 
" bury. Don’t be afraid to be selfish—you 
have to be! Let this famous psychologist show you 
definite ways to keep happy, live successfully, stay 
out of trouble. Formerly $2.50—NOW $1.00 
196. STORIES BEHIND THE WORLD'S 
" GREAT MUSIC—Sigmund Spaeth. The 


human side of music; little-known interesting facts 
about great compositions, men who created them. 


4 ONLY $1.00 
TOPPER—Thorne Smith. Transparent 
750. ladies in real step-ins, 


or real ladies in 
transparent step-ins? Just one of the problems Mr. 


Yopper faces in this hilarious laugh -classic. 
Originally $z.00—NOW ONLY $1.00 
G71, THE FIRST SAINT OMNIBUS—Leslie 


Charteris. 13 of the most thrilling and in- 
triguing adventures of Simon Templar, that modern 
Robin food of Crime ONLY $1.00 


107, THE FRENCH QUARTER—Herbert Asbury. 
*  Unflinching account of New Orleans in its 
notorious heyday. $1.00 
174, THE NEW BUSINESS ENCYCLOPEDIA— 
Edited by Henry Marshall. New, revised 

edition. The greatest gold-mine of business facts, 
rules, laws, tables, forms and ideas ever crammed 


into 4 single volume. Covers all business subjects— 
banking, law, letter writing, arithmetic, advertising, 
selling, etc. $1.00 
7O2,. BLACK NARCISSUS—Rumer Godden. This 
best-seller tells the strange story of a group 
of nuns, who took over a palace built for women of 
another sort, and the alarming effect_the palace had 
on them. Originally 0—NOW. $1.00 
TiS. A. YANK IN THE R. A. F.—Harlan 
Thomas. Thrilling story of bravery and 
romance from which the hit picture was made. 
ONLY 49¢ 
34, GREAT SYMPHONIES: How to Recognize 
and Remember Them “Siamund. Spaeth. New, 
e way to increase enjoyment of good music. 
iad i ONLY $1.00 
619, WHAT MAKES SAMMY RUN?—Budd W. 
Schulberg. Daring and amusing best-seller 
about Sammy 
movie magnate, 


Glick who rose from errand boy to 

but couldn’t help being a ‘“‘heel.’’ 

Orig. $2.50--NOW ONLY $1.00 

88, NAPOLEON—Emil Ludwig. Supreme biogra- 

phy of the most thrilling figure in modern 

history. Oriz. $3.00—NOW $1.00 

CARE AND HANDLING OF DOGS—J. L. 

Leonard, D.V.M. low to select, train, mate, 

rear 150 breeds. 35 photos. Orig. $2.50—NOW $1.00 

G45, SHELTER—Marguerite Steen. Powerful, 

dramatic best-seller by author of The Sun 

Is My Undoing, of two girls and a man in the sear- 
ing hours of London bombardment. Orig. $2.50 

NOW ONLY $1.00 

871, THE MORTAL STORM—Phyllis Bottome. 

A poignant love story, which reveals truth 

about life under Nazi rule. NOW 79¢ 


GO. OPPORTUNITIES IN GOV’T EMPLOY- 
MENT—L. J. O’Rourke. All about the Civil 
Service, Federal, State, Municipal; how to qualify 


for positions, salaries paid, etc. ONLY $1.00 
86. AMERICAN JIU-JITSU—Edward L. Allen, 
Shows how you can render an attacker help- 
less—even if he has a knife, club or gun! 328 action 


photos. Large format, paper-bound. Just published. 
ONLY $1.00 
B192. DAMON RUNYON OMNIBUS—3 vol- 


umes in one. Nearly 1,000 pages of guys 

and dolls, thugs, mugs and assorted killers. Includes 
“Little Miss Marker,’’ ‘Princess O’Hara,’’ ‘‘Money 
from Home.’’ Formerly $6—$1.00 
B69, SECRET AND URGENT—Fletcher Pratt. 
As fascinating and thrilling as a detective 

yarn, this exciting volume tells the history of the art 
of secret messages in modern warfare. Orig. $3.75. 
NOW ONLY $1.00 

B93. THE EPIC OF AMERICA—James Truslow 
Adams. From Columbus to F, D. R.—ac- 

claimed as ‘‘the best single volume on American his- 
tory in existence.’’ Formerly $3—$1.00 
T358. OF MICE AND MEN—John Steinbeck, 


author of Grapes of Wrath. The extraor- 
dinary classic, ONLY 49¢ 


B135. 


niscences of a country doctor who spent a lifetime 
bringing healih 


852. 


David M. Roth. 
things yM learn as you go through life, you have 
found a sure key to success. 
concise method for remembering anything as long as 


THE HORSE AND BUGGY DOCTOR— 
Arthur E, Hertzler, M.D. Homely remi- 


and comfort to rural areas. 
ONLY $1.00 
THE FAMOUS ROTH MEMORY COURSE 


If you can remember the 


Th : well 


Here is a simple and 


WAS $500 __ 


you live, ONLY $1.00 Se 
B49, ORY GUILLOTINE—Rene Belbenoit. 15 Now $ (ele) 
years of murder, insanity, atrocity, among Only 
the living dead at Devil’s Island! Formerly $3. i 
NOW_ $1.00 
175. THE SEX LIFE OF THE UNMARRIED 


courageous volume attacks a problem gingerly skirted 
by students of social questions. 


124. 


successful men and women to sway others, win friends, 
gain their own ambitions. 


46. 


Loon illustrations, color frontispiece. 16 new 
drawings on tint panels. Animated chronology of 
man’s progress. NOW $1.00 


50. 


anything you want to 
This practical book tells you how! 
120. WORLD’S BEST JOKES. 400 pages—33 


caapters, each covering different subject 
matter. Toasts, jokes, limericks, epigrams, comic 
verses, ctc. ONLY $1.00 
T14, 'MPATIENT, VIRGIN—D. H. Clarke. Be- 


zling blonde with a zest for living, she was bound to 
have amorous adventures. 


B82. 


explained by 


€ 
B116, THE ETHICS OF SEXUAL ACTS—Rene 


ADULT—Ed. by Ira S. Wile, M.D. This 


NOW _ $1.00 
STRATEGY IN HANDLING PEOPLE— 
Webb and Morgan. ‘‘Key’’ methods used by 


Orig. $3.00—NOW $1.00 
THE STORY OF MANKIND—With 188 van 


HOW TO GET THINGS DONE—David Sea- 
bury. Don’t be afraid to begin! You can do 
if you know the right method! 
ONLY $1.00 


cause Nature made Ruth Robbins a daz- 


NOW 49¢ 
IN) MARRIAGE—Margaret 
Essential facts of sex relationship 
foremost exponent of birth control. 
Irig. $2.00—NOW $1.00 


HAPPINESS 
Sancer. 


Guyon. An intelligent discussion of the 
various taboos and false modesty that civilization 
T47, LOUIS BERETTI—Donald  Henderso 
—Dona enderson 
bes se latke. ape hard-holled story ota kid fron Bi31. CONSULTATION ROOF 
ew York’s East Side who grew up to be a leader Fascinating, frank autobiography of a 
of stoush guys, ONLY 49¢ woman’s doctor whose — profession 


831, WHISTLE STOP—M. M. Wolfe. Powerful, 


and twisted lives in a mid-West slum town. 


prize-winning best-seller of lust, passion, 


brought him into contact with women 
at the critical periods of their lives. 


1-V NOW $1.00 
Originally $2.50—NOW $1.00 , 
184, YOUR CAREER IN BUSINESS—Walter B142. HOVLE'S COMPLETE 


hold it—explained step-by-step by one of America’s 
most successful executives, 


EXAMINE FREE 


Hoving. How to land the RIGHT JOB and 


ONLY $1.00 Orig. 


Send No Money—Pay Nothing to Postman on Delivery— 
Keep Only the Ones You Want. 


BOOK OF GAMES. Official rule book 
for all card and other indoor games. 
2.50—NOW $1.00 


AS MANY AS 
YOU WISH 


You may have your choice of these books for 5 DAYS FREE EXAMINATION. That is how 


positive we are that you will be delighted with their handsome bindings, 
Use coupon below—encircle numbers of volumes you want. 


will be sent on APPROVAL. Pay nothing in advance—nothing to postman. 


examination you do not admit these are the bigg 
forget the matter. 
GARDEN CITY PUBLISHING COMPANY, Dept. 1310, Garden City, N. Y 


Examine books for 5 days. Then send us amount due. 


But the editions of many titles are limited. Send 


e fascinating contents. 
Mail coupon without money. Books 


However, IF—AFTER this free 
est values you ever saw, return volumes and 
coupon NOW to 


ress SSS eee ey 


GARDEN CITY PUBLISHING COMPANY 
Dept. 1310, Garden City, N. Y. 
(In Canada: 215 Victoria Street, Toronto) 


Please send me the books encircled below. I will either send you, within 5 days, 
the correct amount, plus 5c postage and packing charge for each volume, or I will 
return any books I do not want without being obligated in any way. 

(Encircle numbers of books you want) 


{ 3 12 TI3 


Ti4 TI5 25 B27 B29 B31 B32. 34 35) B36 337 
46 147 B49 50 58 60 B66 B69 71 B82 88 B93 T93 B99 106 
107, Bilé Bil7 120 124 126 128 Bt34 134 BI35 137, Bi42 Bi49 
156 174 i75 184 {91 TI92 Bi92 193 196 198 T1358 619 622 638 645 
650 671 702 710 750 786 831 850 852 871 873 888 899 912 
DAM Cine scarce thcenavnameen eee eee Wainiercieaiers oor Fete ence er ence ee eerter teres eeseeerens 
PCOS css 2th sash caiessdarerd inheaeryarecssa cassie oleae ireonivers seeeeeees seeeee Once eeeecrereerecesecnenee 
CTs sce otras ea as wa ease aids niodectuoreln sxe huatyaeavSeibioiatele i olgiens Stabe asiersisisiaiars te eeeeee seeeees 


POSTAG 
order. 
guarantee applies of course. 


k here if enclosing WITH coupon full amount of your 
In that case WE pay postage and packing charges. Same refund 


L 


Originally Published at Prices Up to $6.00 


You’d never expect to get great books like these 

GMS = top-night best-sellers for ONLY 49¢... 70¢... 

and $1 EACH! Yet it’s true! And many NEW, ex- 

citing titles here are being offered at these low prices for the first 

time! So read this latest listing carefully. Remember — these 

are NOT publisher’s overstock. NOT books that didn’t sell. Not 
cheaply-made books which have been reset, cut, or revised. They are all 
newly printed, handsomely bound editions of modern best-sellers of Fic- 
tion, Biography, Adventure, History, the Arts, Music, Science, Sports. The 
exact, COMPLETE texts—printed from the original, first-edition plates. 
Check thig latest listing at once! Paper, printing, binding costs are 
going UP! We may not be able to offer these amazing bargains again! 
SEND NO MONEY! Encircle, in the coupon, the title numbers of the 
books you wish tor FREE EXAMINATION. Read as many as you 


Other 


Bargains 


All full library size, not 
litile pocket volumes. 
Handsomely cloth bound, 
beautifully printed books 
you will be po to own! 
Many are fully illustrated. 


WAS $200 | 


want — pay ONLY for those you keep! 


T93. REAP THE WILD WIND—Thelma Stra- 
bel. A salty historical novel of Charleston 
and the Florida Keys one hundred years ago. The 
book on_which the Paramount technicolor movie is 
based, Never before published in book form at any 
price! iG 
128, ROGET’s THESAURUS IN DICTIONARY 
FORM.—Ed. by C, 0. Sylvester Mawson. 
Standard word book for writers, speakers, students, 
business men, teachers; for everyone who wants to 
speak and write forceful English, Now in patented 
dictionary_form | ONLY: $1.00 
TURNABOUT—Thorne Smith. Hilarious 
novel of mixedesexes now in an uproarious 
movie—but you'll find much more in the book! 
NOW 79¢ 
B27. SIGHT WITHOUT GLASSES—Dr. Harold 
M. Peppard. A tested method of restoring 
and keeping normal vision without glasses. ONLY $1 
137, SECRET AGENT OF JAPAN—Amieto 
Vespa, who was compelled by the Japanese 
to become a spy ‘in 1932+-tells incredible true Story 
of his experiences. Originally $3—NOW. $1.00 
EATING FOR VICTORY—Ida Bailey Allen’s 
Money Saving Cook Book. Shows how to meet 
rising prices. prepare delicious meals at budget cost. 
get necessary Vitamins, etc., 1,300 recipes. ONLY $1.00 
156, HOW TO HANDLE PEOPLE—Maxwell 
Droke. How to talk yourself out of a tight 
spot. 12 wayp to get action on your ideas, a tested 
plan to lift yourself off the business Bargain Counter, 
etc, ONLY $1.00 
B31, 400 TRICKS YOU CAN DO—Howard 
Thurston. Fascinating magic book of coin, 
dice, card and other sleight of hand tricks, vividly 
described by one of the world’s great magicians. 
ONLY $1.00 
6S0, HOW TO PLAY THE PIANO BY EAR— 
P. J. LeRoy, radio’s famous piano teacher. 
Spend only 30 minutes a day for five weeks with this 
complete, practical course—ttien play any tune. Large 
format, paper-bound, ONLY $1.00 
VAN LOON’S GEOGRAPHY—Hendrik Wil- 
lem Van Loon. Fascinating story of our 
planet, with many illustratfons. NOW $1.00 
HE ART OF CONVERSATION—Milton 
Wright, author of Getting Along With People. 
A few minutes a day with this simple, practical book 
will give you new confidence, new power! NOW $1.00 
FUN FOR THE FAMILY—Jerome S. Meyer. 
1,000 word puzzles, party games, brain-twisters, 
questions, puzzles, stunts, magic tricks. NOW $1.00 
B66, BEST KNOWN WORKS OF OSCAR 
WILDE. All his plays and poems, novel, 
the Picture of Dorian Gray; all the fairy tales. En- 
joy the delicious humor of England’s wittiest man 
of letters! Originally $2.98. NOW. $1.00 
B29, ASTROLOGY FOR EVERY ONE—Evange- 
line Adams, Most famous name in astrology, 
consulted by thousands, rich and poor, now advises 
you from your own horoscope on love, marriage, job, 
money, future. ONLY $1.00 
B36, THE HIDDEN LINCOLN—Emanuel Hertz. 
From hitherto unpublished letters, papers 
of his law partner Herndon, comes most revealing, 
human, important book en Lincoln. NOW. $1.00 
25, CLEOPATRA—Emil Ludwig. The world’s 
most bewitching glamorous figure. Cleopatra— 
the grand amoureuse of _legend—the woman. lover, 
mother, warrior, queen. Formerly $3.50. NOW $1.00 


MORE BARGAINS ON INSIDE COVER! LOOK AT THEM NOW! 


710, THE BISHOP’S JAEGERS—Thorne Smith. 
Hilarious adventures of normal people 
trapped in a nudist colony. ONLY 79¢ 
638. THE GRAPES OF WRATH—John Stein- 
beck’s lusty novel—Pulitzer Prize Winner— 
of which Alexander Woollcott says: ‘‘As great_a book 
as has ever come out of America.” NOW $1.00 
34, THE CRUISE OF THE RAIDER “WOLF” 
—Roy Alexander. Gripping story of dis- 
guised German raider—exciting picture of life and 
action aboard the “‘rattlesnakes of the Atlantic’! 
Orig. $2.75—NOW $1.00 
B99, THE WELL OF LONELINESS—Radcliffe 
Hall. A poignant and beautiful novel, telling 
the story of a woman, masculine by nature, who de- 
yeloped into maturity in accordance with that nature. 
Formerly $5—-NOW $1.00 
35, NEW BOOK OF ETIQUETTE—Lillian Eich. 
ler. 508 pages, fully indexed. Chapters on 
dinner etiquette, dance etiquette, etiquette of engage- 
ments, teas, parties, Illus. NOW ONLY $1.00 
B117, NEW WAYS IN PHOTOGRAPHY—Jacob 
Deschin. Modern, up-to-the-minute! 
Covers whole subject, trick protography, night indoor 
work, flashlight pictures, etc. Profusely illus, 
NOW $1.00 
850. NEW ART OF SPEAKING AND WRIT- 
. ING THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE—Sher- 
win Cody. Successfully used by hundreds of thou- 
sands; most valuable handbook of English ever writ- 
ten. $1.00 
888, RAIDERS OF THE DEEP—Lowell Thomas. 
Incredible adventures of U-boat men and 
tales of breathless battles under the sea. “NOW 79¢ 
B32. ENDURING PASSION—Dr. Marie C. 
Stopes. Frank, sincere advice on how the 
matriage relationship may be-maintained unimpaired’ 
through the more critical years. ONLY $1.00 
T1922. THE D. A. CALLS IT MURDER—Erle 
Stanley Gardner. Doug Selby solves the 
murder of an unidentified minister. A Whizzer by 
America’s best-selling mystery” author, 79¢ 
STORY OF PHILOSOPHY—Will Durant, Amer- 
ica’s most famous modern book——the epoch- 
making history of humans as.-great thinkers, from 
Socrates to John Dewey. Formerly $5—NOW_ $1.00 
622, NIGHT LIFE OF THE GODS—Thorne 
Smith. Side-splitting happenings when the 
gods and goddesses from Olympus visit Broadway. 
ONLY 79¢ 
193. GAMBLERS DON’T GAMBLE—Mac- 
Dougal and Furnas. Why professional gam- 
blers never trust to luck. What to look for when 
your suspicions are aroused. How to beat the gam- 
bler. How swindles are exposed, other gambling se- 
crets. Orig. $2.00—NOW $1.00 
191, HAVELOCK ELLIS ON LIFE AND SEX. 
Frank simple discussion of facts and prob- 
lems of deep interest to all men and women. - 
Orig. $3.00—NOW $1.00 
126. SPANISH. SELF TAUGHT—Dr. Richard S. 
Rosenthal. Now, with new business oppor- 
tunities opening daily .in Latin America, Spanish is 
the most important fofeign language. Learn it quickly, 
easily in just a few minutes a day. Over 250,000 
sold at $6. ONLY $1.00 
106. YOUR MIND AND HOW TO USE IT—W. J. 
__. Ennever, famous founder of ‘‘Pelmanism.” 
Amazing methods of mental training proved by tests 
on thousands of cases. Originally $2.95—NOW $1.00 


